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PREFACE. 



Although the philosophical poem on Tyndall and 
Materialism, and the ethical poems, Intemperance 
and Ov/r Thirst for Drink, have had a greater success 
than I dared to anticipate ; yet, I feel as much diffidence 
in offering the following pages to the public as if a line 
of mine had never been printed. I know how difficult 
it is to produce anything worthy the patronage of the 
learned, gifted, and holy priesthood and devout religious 
of Catholic Ireland ; and how much is expected - from 
an Irish priest, no matter how humble he may be and 
how remote from any literary centre, when he publishes 
a book and writes his name, as I do now, on the title 
page. I deem it right, therefore, to offer a word of 
apology and to guard the reader against expecting too 
much in the following pages. 

Last Summer two years, shortly after Our Thirst for 
Drink was published, I paid a visit to a community of 
nuns to whom I had been chaplain ere I came to my 
present, quiet, rural mission. I spoke to them in terms 
of warm admiration and sincere praise of the Eucharistic 
Verses published a short time previously by my gifted 
and esteemed class-fellow, Rev. Matthew Russell, S.J. 
The Mother-Superioress asked me to try my hand 
myself at short religious poems suitable to be sung or 
recited in Convent and Catholic schools. I replied that 
we, hard-worked country priests, could not hope to vie 
in that respect with our more favoured brethren in 
religion who live in a calm atmosphere of religious 
thought, while we, secular priests, live and labour amid 
the din and distraction of a busy, stormy, sinful world. 
I furthermore observed that, as far as Catholic and 
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devotional hymns in the English language are con- 
cerned, our wants have been pretty well supplied by 
the zealous, gifted, and cultured converts that are daily 
enriching our Catholic literature and fulfilling the 
prophecy of Isaias regarding the Church, namely, " that 
the children of strangers shall build up her walls ; " and 
that if any want of English hymns still remains, it will 
*~-wJWPfl ks supplied by our younger and more favoured 
brethren in the ministry. The good nuns pressed me, 
nevertheless, to make the experiment; one of them 
observing with a smile that so humble an acknowledg- 
ment was no bad preparation. I thought the matter 
over, and resolved to write — not exactly hymns which 
would require more time and preparation than I could 
bestow, and doubtless more poetic talent than I 
possess — but short religious poems suitable for Catholic 
schools and Catholic firesides. It struck me that as our 
Lord bade His disciples gather up the fragments of the 
miraculous loaves and fishes with which He had fed 
the multitudes in the desert that nothing might be 
lost, a priest could not better spend a spare hour than 
in gathering into an attractive bread-basket (poetry 
will always have attractions for the young) the fragments 
„ . of holy Catholic doctrine with which his brethren and 
himself have been feeding the multitudes during long 
years of missionary toil. My resolve was strengthened 
by a letter I received about the same time from a 
highly distinguished English priest and learned author, 
to whom I had sent a copy of my " Temperance " 
poems, who had spent some years in Ireland and 
studied the tastes of our people. In that letter he 
says—" I often thought that it was a great pity that no 
one turned to good account the people's willingness to 
read poetry or verse ; and I am now delighted that you 
have invoked the didactic and ethical muse in a good 
* cause." In a previous page he says — " I congratulate 
you on having hit upon a new, and, I think, most 
powerful means of doing good." After the kind and 
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encouraging words of so devout a priest and so dis- 
tinguished a writer — words calculated to excite a scruple 
that I had so long neglected, if not slighted, the muse — 
I could no longer hesitate to make the experiment ; 
but I fear not with as much success as my friends would 
wish. The last two years have been years of unwonted 
distraction to the priests of the west of Ireland, conse- 
quent upon the prevailing distress and the agitation 
which followed. While labouring, however, to relieve 
the corporal wants of our flocks, many see reasons why 
we should labour more than ever to meet the growing 
intellectual and spiritual wants of our people. Many 
think that, owing to causes I need not explain, the time 
has arrived in Ireland when a greater necessity arises 
of nourishing the minds of youth with Catholic doctrine 
and dogma, and of presenting it to them in the most 
pleasing and attractive form. Hence the need there 
may be of Doctrinal and Devotional Verses, so that 
Catholic truths may take an early and a strong hold of 
the youthful mind as an antidote against irreligious and 
fascinating works whether in prose or verse. Our island 
is, unhappily, becoming flooded with an unhealthy 
literature, chiefly imported ; and as flooded lands are 
known to give what is called the rot to sheep, a greater 
and more insidious enemy than the wolf, so, it is feared, 
shall the flood of noxious literature give the rot of 
infidelity to our spiritual flocks if not well cared and 
guarded from poisonous and unhealthy pastures. 

Headers who look out for something novel and spark- 
ling in every new book, may be disappointed to find 
scarce a thought or idea in the following pages that has 
not often occurred to themselves, or that they have not 
met with in works of Catholic theology; but it is 
something " to give us back the image of our mind," 
and to furnish the rising youth with salutary thoughts 
and reflections in a way they will easily remember. 
We know from experience how easily religious truths 
and moral sentiments expressed in pleasing numbers 
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are impressed on the minds of youth and remembered 
through life; and what a happy influence they are 
known to exercise. The young are fond of poetry, and 
it is to be regretted that much of the poetry of the 
present day is not of a more salutary kind. It is not 
every writer of poetry that follows the wholesome 
advice (Boileau) so well conveyed by Dryden — 

" Whate'er you write of pleasant or sublime, 
Always let sense accompany your rhyme ; " 

or that agrees with Lord Byron in thinking that 
" ethical poetry is the highest of all poetry, as the highest 
* of all earthly objects is moral truth." 

The order in which they were written is the only 
order followed in the following pages. I had intended 
to give by way of Appendix, for the benefit of devout 
readers who might never think of looking for verses on 
those sacred and solemn subjects in the poems in which 
they first appeared — the reflections on Death, Judgment, 
Hell and Heaven, found in the Temperance Poems; 
but I found it would too much increase the price of the 
present volume for those for whom it is specially 
intended. In the Appendix, however, will be found the 
poem on Materialism, which has been long out of 
print and is often asked for ; and also some short poems 
on Temperance which have already appeared in the 
Irish Temperance Banner. 

Being now myself in the autumn of life, I desire 
that my readers may meet in these — perhaps too 
hastily written — pages, the mellow fruit of sober 
reflection rather than the rich flowers and foliage of a 
poetic fancy which are naturally to be looked for in the 
spring time of life. 

The present volume will, I trust, have this recom- 
mendation, that it contains a large infusion of healthy, 
Catholic dogma, not easily treated of in verse, which 
will, I sincerely hope, atone for any want of care or 
sweetness in the versification. 

Athleague, December 8th, 1881. 
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VERSES ON THE NATIVITY. 

OME, come, my soul, I thee implore, 
This happy Christmas morn, 
To Bethlehem, and there adore 
The Infant newly born. 

And with the light of Faith divine, 

That wondrous Babe behold, 
The Ruler great of David's line — 

The Saviour long foretold. 

You see no treasures there outspread, 

No dazzling wealth display'd ; 
But see a manger poor instead 

Wherein a child is laid. 

You see no mark of royalty, 

No guard of honour nigh ; 
And yet that humble babe is He 

Who built the starry sky : 

Who plann'd creation's wondrous frame, 

Who shaped this earthly ball, 
Who launched those brilliant orbs of flame, 

And who sustains them all. 
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He is the great Emmanuel 
For whom the prophets sigh'd, 

Who comes to conquer death and hell, 
And with our race abide. 

He comes to set the patriarchs free, 

To ope the prison bars, 
And lead them from captivity 

To dwell above the stars. 

That tender babe so weak to sight, 
With human throbbing brain, 

Doth wisdom's treasures infinite 
In that small head contain. 

That little eye with drooping lid, 

As yet untaught to scan, 
Sees every thought, however hid, 

Within the heart of man. 

Those infant lips untaught to speak, 
Shall wisdom's depths reveal : 

Those tender feet shall lost ones seek 
Their maladies to heal. 

His words shall make the demons fly, 
Restore the withered limb, 

Light up again the darkened eye, 
And heal its vision dim. 

His voice shall calm the troubled wave 
And bid the tempest cease, 

And, from the bondage of the grave, 
The buried dead release. 

The Second of the Three in One, 

Omnipotent and wise, 
The Father's co-eternal Son, 

Who here an infant lies. 
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Then come, my soul, and prostrate fall, 

Adore the Virgin's Son, 
Who has come down to save us all, 

And Mercy's work begun. 

All honour, praise and glory be 

Unto the Child divine : 
May we one day His glory see, 

And in His kingdom shine. 



THE EPIPHANY. 

The kings of the east from Arabia afar, 

Led on by a bright and miraculous star, 

Set out on their journey rich presents to bring 

To the new-born Infant, their Saviour and King. 

They follow the star till its light disappears, 
And then to resolve all their doubts and their fears, 
Seek the men who can rightly the prophets expound, 
To know where the King of the Jews may be found. 

" In Bethlehem," answer the Jewish divines, 
And the wise men depart and the star again shines, 
And conducts them aright till the infant they find 
Who has come to redeem and to ransom mankind. 

But where is the palace in which this king dwells, 
And which by its riches and splendour excels ? 
And where the rich couch with its purple and gold, 
And the gem-studded garments His limbs to infold ? 

In vain will you look for those trappings beside 
His couch, who has come to atone for our pride, 
And to teach us how vain are the riches we prize, 
And how worthless are splendour and pomp in His eyes. 
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The Magi see nought that betokens the great, 
See nothing of splendour, of pomp, or of state ; 
They see but a babe whom His parents attend, 
So poor and despised that no neighbours befriend I 

They see a fond mother adoring that child — 
An Immaculate Mother by sin undefiled ; 
Yet of mortals she's treated the last and the least, 
And driven to share the poor shed of the beast ! 

Yet the Magi ne'er doubt but the child they descry 
Is their king and their God who inhabits the sky, 
Who though humble and poor be the place of His birth, 
Has come to redeem and remodel the earth. 

With the eyes of the body a child they behold, 

Yet adore Him in spirit and offer him gold ; 

Just as we, 'neath th' appearance of bread and of wine, 

Adore Him at Mass and pay honours divine. 

The Magi were led by the light of a star, 
But we by a light that is better by far ; 
O let us like them seek the Saviour of men, 
And pay Him our homage again and again. 

We know where to find Him all days of the year : 
Our teachers shall tell though no star should appear \ 
He tells us Himself — and His words we believe — 
He is found in the host where His flesh we receive. 

We envy not, therefore, those Eastern kings, 

But fly to the altar on faith's ready wings ; 

We fly to our Lord and receive His embrace 

When He enters our souls to enrich them with grace. 

May He in our souls by His grace ever dwell, 
To preserve us from sin and to save us from hell, 
To enable us all to abide in His love, 
Till we one day arrive in His kingdom above. 
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THE HOLY INNOCENTS. 

There is mourning in Rama, 

In Bethlehem's plain, 
And Rachel is weeping 

Her innocents slain ; 
Fond mothers are wailing 

Their little ones kill'd, 
While Herod exults 

At the blood he has spill'd ; 
His jealous ambition 

So fills him with fears, 
He dreads as a rival 

A child not two years. 

The land is afflicted, 

The grief is intense ; 
Poor infants are murdered 

Who ne'er gave offense ; 
For murders so cruel 

No cause can be shown, 
But the fears of a tyrant 

Who frets for his throne. 
Thus hearts are afflicted — 

The innocent slain — 
To calm royal fears 

That are groundless and vain. 

When Herod's hypocrisy 

Failed to find out 
The King newly born, 

In rage and in doubt 
He slew the male children, 

The country around, 
That the King of the Jews 

'Mid the slain might be found ; 
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But vain is man's cunning 
Against the Most High ; 

The Saviour is safe, 
Though the innocents die. 

Though children are martyred, 

Their blood won't avail 
To strengthen the tyrant — 

His power shall fail : 
The innocents holy 

His rage caused to die, 
Are safe and secure 

In the mansions on high. 
They follow the Lamb 

Wheresoever He goes, 
While their murderer sinks 

To ineffable woes. 

'Tis better to suffer 

Awhile upon earth, 
Whether great or exalted 

Or humble our birth, 
And go when we die 

To a kingdom of bliss, 
Than be happy and great 

For a short time in this ; 
And go after bidding 

Earth's pleasures farewell, 
To torments unending 

With demons to dwell. 

The Saviour comes not 
Earthly, kings to dethrone, 

To seize on their kingdoms, 
But to give them His own. 

May we through life's journey, 
'Mid sorrows and care, 
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Ever strive for that kingdom — 

Its riches to share. 
In the fight may we ever 

The victory gain, 
Till we reach our true country 

With Jesus to reign. 



REMEMBER* MAN, .THOU ART BUT DUST, 
AND UNTO DUST THOU SHALT RETURN 

From reason's dawn to life's decline, 
Throughout thy brief sojourn, 

Remember, man, thou art but dust — 
To dust thou shalt return. 

Wouldst thou the path of virtue tread 

And sin's allurements spurn, 
Remember, man, thou art but dust — 

To dust thou shalt return. 

Wouldst thou repent of every sin, 
(And blest are they that mourn), 

Engrave this truth upon thy heartr — 
To dust thou shalt return. 

Wouldst thou, man, but know thy end, 

Behold yon silent urn ! 
And read thy doom in Adam's fall — 

To dust thou shalt return. 

And dost thou wish to reign with God 

And with His love to burn, 
Repent and hope, and bless the day — 

To dust thou shalt return. 
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A PRAYER FOR THE SUFFERING SOULS. 

Have mercy, Lord, upon the souls 

Thy justice still detains 
Beyond the grave till they are free 

From all their venial stains : 

Till they have paid the temporal debt 

For mortal sins forgiven, 
Which oft remains to justice due, 

When hell's foul chain is riven. 

The suffering souls are still Thy friends, 

Although they have to wait 
Awhile from home, as nought defiled 

Can enter heaven's gate. 

But still they feel their exile drear 

In purgatorial fires, 
And long to join the glorious throng 

Of heaven's enraptured choirs. 

They long to fall before Thy throne, 

Thy kingdom to possess ; 
T' adore Thee as the God of all, 

To thank Thee and to bless, 

For every grace and every gift, 

Thou didst on them bestow, 
While millions of the human race 

Sank down to endless woe. 

They long to kneel at Mary's feet, 
To thank their Mother mild 

For all the graces she obtained 
For many an erring child. 

They long to meet their friends above, 

Now glorified and blest, 
Who, since the war of life is o'er, 

Enjoy eternal rest. 
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Haste then their advent I implore, 

Admit them to Thy sight, 
To share the plenty of Thy house 

'Mid torrents of delight. 



BEFORE HOLY COMMUNION. 

I will approach my Lord to-day 

Who am but sinful dust, 
And, though I tremble as I pray, 

I '11 in His mercy trust. 

Give us, Lord, our daily bread 
Our hungry souls to feed, 

Wisdom, light, and love divine, 
And every grace we need. 

Give me, O Lord, the Bread of Life, 

The Eucharist divine ; 
And make my soul, as I approach, 

With ever}' virtue shine. 

Let faith and hope and holy love 

My sinful soul prepare, 
To taste the manna from above, 

And all its sweetness share. 

Let love cast out all servile fear 
That would my soul repel ; 

Have I not here my Saviour sweet 
Who conquered death and hell ? 

'Tis He invites, and shall He not, 

If I on Him rely, 
Infuse His grace my sinful soul 

To cleanse and purify ? 
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To wash away the filth of sin, 

And every stain efface, 
And deck it with the nuptial robe 

Of sanctifying grace ? 

I shall, my sweet and loving Lord, 
In confidence draw near ; 

" 'Tis better to approach through love 
Than stay away through fear." 

I offer then my sinful heart, 
Ah ! make it pure and bright ; 

And make it in Thy holy law 
For ever take delight. 

And when my spirit shall depart, 
My heart shall throb no more ; 

take me to Thy throne above 
To reign for evermore. 



THE ASCENSION. 

Exult ! for our Lord has ascended, 

Giving proofs of His mercy and love ; 
The work of salvation is ended, 

He goes to the mansions above — 
To prepare for His servants a dwelling 

Of peace and ineffable bliss, 
A kingdom of joy beyond telling 

For all who have served Him in this. 

He goes ; and a mighty procession 
Of souls from captivity led, 

Now graces the triumph .of Jesus — 
Their new risen glorified Head — 
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Who triumphs o'er death and the powers 

Of darkness, of sin, and of hell, 
And opens the portals of heaven 

That men with the angels may dwell. 

And angels come down without number, 

The praise of the Saviour to sing, 
To meet, to adore, and to worship 

Their great and victorious King ; 
To welcome the children of Adam 

Shut out from high heaven so long, 
But now with their Saviour ascending 

'Mid strains of angelical song. 

And shall we up-gazing stand idle, 

Surrounded by enemies strong, 
And not fight as brave soldiers and bridle 

Each passion impelling to wrong ? 
And shall we not do what is needed — 

The souls which God gave us to save — 
That our souls may ascend to high heaven 

As our bodies descend to the grave ? 

And that both at the final procession, 

When all in this world shall end, 
May united and happy together 

With Christ to His glory ascend ? 
To share in His bliss without measure — 

His riches to mortals unknown, 
To drink of the torrents of pleasure 

That unceasingly flow from His throne. 



LORD, TEACH US HOW TO PRAY. 

It is our duty to adore 

Our Maker and obey, 
To praise and bless Him evermore — 

Lord, teach us how to pray. 
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When in the morn I ope my eyes, 

And hail the coming day, 
Make my first thought to Thee arise, 

And teach me how to pray. 

When I my daily toil begin, 
Lest my poor soul should stray, 

O make me dread the thought of sin, 
And teach me how to pray. 

And when my daily toil is o'er, 

And I the past survey, 
That I may all its faults deplore, 

Lord, teach me how to pray. 

And when I kneel my sins to tell 
And get them washed away, 

All false and foolish shame expel, 
And teach me how to pray. 

And when at holy Mass I kneel, 

And glory's dazzling ray 
Thou dost so lovingly conceal, 

Lord, teach me how to pray. 

And when the priest Thy manna sweet 

Upon my tongue shall lay, 
And I my loving Jesus greet, 

Ah, teach me how to pray. 

And when temptations strong assail, 

That by Thy grace I may 
Resist the tempter and prevail, 

Lord, teach me how to pray. 

When demons shall surround my bed 

To fill me with dismay, 
And death's approach shall fill with dread- 

Ah, teach me how to pray. 
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THE JOYS OF HEAVEN. 

Nor eye hath seen, nor ear hath heard, nor can the 

heart conceive 
What things my God reserves for me when I this 

world leave ; 
What things He has prepared for me in His own 

home above, 
If I but keep His holy law and give Him all my 

love. 

His precepts are not heavy and His sacred yoke is 

sweet, 
His words shall be, to guide my steps, a lamp unto 

my feet ; 
And though I'm weak and prone to ill, I have no 

cause to fear, 
If I have but an upright heart His help is always 

near. 

let me go in spirit then and view that happy state 
Where saints and angels dwell within high heaven's 

golden gate, 
Where God is seen, possessed and loved, and where 

there's endless joy 
Sublime, supreme, ineffable — without the least alloy. 

• 
No evil shall come near the blest, no trouble, toil, or 

pain 
Shall e'er disturb their happiness throughout their 

endless reign ; 
Nought, nought defiled shall enter the jasper walls 

above, 
No breeze shall raise a ripple on the ocean of their 

love. 
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They dwell in light ineffable, they drink of joy 

supreme — 
So varied that a thousand years do not a moment 

seem; 
For, heaven's joys unspeakable, intensely great and 

true 
Are endless in variety and every moment new. 

The beauty of the courts above what language can 

declare 
On which the great Jehovah has expended all His 

care, 
And filled with riches infinite and lovingly displayed, 
The glory and magnificence in which they are 

arrayed ? 

Oh, the social joys of heaven* where the saints and 

angels meet ! 
Their music how enrapturing, their melodies how 

sweet ! 
How sweet the joyous greetings of those million souls 

so bright ! 
At the marriage feast in heaven with its torrents of 

delight ! 

But their essential happiness in heaven is to see — 
Now face to face, the living God, the Triune Deity, 
The infinitely beautiful, the living source and spring 
Of all that's good and lovable in every living thing : 

The source of all perfections, and the infinite abyss 
Of wisdom, goodness, holiness, of glory, and of bliss ; 
The self-existing Deity, on whom the angels gaze, 
With ecstacy ineffable, adoring as they praise. 

Ought we not then, as Christians, in our pilgrimage 

below, 
Bear patiently what trials here we have to undergo ; 
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And ought we not resignedly bear up with every loss, 
To win a crown and reign with Him who died upon 
the cross ? 

And go to that bright kingdom which the Saviour 

has prepared 
For all His faithful followers who have His sorrows 

shared ? 
May we be of the number of the glorified on high, 
And we heed not what we suffer, and we care not 

when we die. 



THE RESURRECTION. 

Our Lord is risen from the tomb, 
In glory and immortal bloom ; 

His praises let us sing. 
The reign of sin and Satan 's o'er, 
The grave shall fill with dread no more, 

And death has lost his sting ! 

For man did Christ the ransom pay, 
He drank affliction by the way, 

But now exalts His head ; 
His enemies are overthrown, 
An angel has rolled back the stone. 

He's risen from the dead. 

Our risen Lord let us adore, 

Who all mankind's transgressions bore 

Upon the naked cross. 
Who gave His life to save us all, 
To heal th* effects of Adam's fall, 

And to repair our loss. 
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We all in Adam fell from grace, 
And could not see our Maker's face, 

In heaven's home on high. 
Had Christ not at His wond'rous birth, 
Come down to gladden all the earth, 

And for our sakes to die. 

He stooped from glory's dazzling height, 
His love and mercy infinite 

To fallen man to show ; 
And, though unworthy of His love, 
To raise him to a throne above, 

Where none shall sorrow know. 

Shall I not then my faults deplore, 
And love my Jesus more and more, 

And fly the thought of sin ? 
And quickly from its grave arise, 
And fix on heaven my longing eyes, 

Till I am throned within ? 

Shall I not gladly bear my cross, 
And suffer every earthly loss, 

My Jesus' love to gain ? 
And shall I not all pain endure, 
His love and friendship to secure, 

That I with Him may reign ? 

And what are all the ills of life, 
With all its toils and endless strife, 

That mortals meet or find, 
Compared to joys we shall secure, 
If we the ills of life endure, 

To heaven's will resign'd ? 

Had not the Saviour deigned to take 
Our human nature, and to break 
The adamantine chain 
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Of sin and death, we ail should dwell 
With devils in the deepest hell 
Of never ending pain ! 

O let us then the praises sing 

Of Christ our Saviour and our King, 

Whose mercies none can tell ; 
He came on earth our souls to save, 
He burst the bondage of the grave, 

And triumphed over hell. 

Our model rose and we shall rise, 
Our bodies fitted for the skies — 

Impassible and bright, 
If we, with loving hearts sincere, 
But keep his word and persevere, 

And fight the goodly^fight 



LIFE IS SHORT. 

What is life to busy mortals ? 

Tis a shadow, lis a dream, 
'Tis a bubble on the water, 

'Tis a little puff of steam ; 
'Tis a play that must be acted, 

'Tis a tune that all must play, 
'Tis a rocket — 'tis a pageant, 

That must shortly pass away. 

The life of man is fleeting 

As a cloud across the sky, 
'Tis a meeting and a hailing 

Of the neighbours passing by ; 
'Tis a cheering or a chiding 

Of the persons whom you meet, 
But whether hard or pleasant, 

The life of man is fleet. 

B 
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Some in life are full of riches, 

Some look wretched as they pass, 
Some are decked out as a flower, 

Some are trampled on like grass ; 
Some are like the lofty cedar — 

Tall, majestic, and sublime, 
Some are modest, low, and humble, 

Like the little fragrant thyme. 

All, all, are as their Maker 

Decrees it and ordains : 
While some are crowned with honours, 

And others weep in chains ; 
But better far to suffer 

What Providence decrees, 
Than murmur at life's trials, 

And long for wealth and ease. 

We know the path is rugged 

That leads to future bliss, 
While that is smooth and pleasant 

That leads to hell's abyss ; 
Ah, better then at present 

To suffer toil and pain, 
And hope, when life is over, 

With Christ above to reign, 

Than to enjoy all pleasure 

That sinful men desire, 
And go when life is over, 

To dwell in quenchless fire. 
Then murmur not at trials, 

But rather suffering court, 
It may be o'er to-morrow, 

For the life of man is short 

But even if it lasted 

One hundred years and more, 
The voyage is forgotten 

When you reach the happy shore. 



DOCTRINAL AND DEVOTIONAL SUBJECTS. 19 

When you reach the port of heaven, 
All your sufferings are forgot, 

Except, perhaps, to bless them 
For your happy, happy lot. 

Then, Christians, do not murmur, 

If your sufferings are severe, 
And envy not your neighbours, 

Who so happy now appear ; 
For Dives once was envied, 

And Lazarus disown'd ; 
The latter now is happy, 

In bliss above enthroned; 

The former now is wretched, 

But no words of mine can paint 
The torments of the wicked, 

Or the glories of a saint ; 
But I can draw a moral — 

Not fearing a retort — 
Let us think why life is given, 

And remember life is short. 



THY WILL BE DONE. 

Thy will, O Lord, is holy, 

Thy will is always right, 
In aught unjust or evil, 

Thou canst not take delight ; 
Thou art, indeed, my Father, 

Thou callest me Thy son, 
And should'st Thou here chastise me, 

Thy holy will be done. 
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Thy will is, none should perish, 

But all Thy sway should own, 
That all may share salvation 

And reign around thy throne ; 
But man so free to serve Thee, 

Will unto evil run, 
And to Thy face offend Thee, 

But still Thy will be done. 

Shouldst Thou endow with riches 

And honout's envied robe, 
Or should'st Thou here afflict us 

Like faithful holy Job, 
And send us heavy trials — 

A sign we have begun 
The work of our salvation — 

Thy holy will be done. 

O Lord, I'm poor and feeble, 

My heart to evil prone, 
I'm slow to toil and suffer, 

But quick to sigh and groan ; 
Do Thou, O Lord, assist me, 

And teach me what to shun, 
And to recite with fervour — 

" Thy holy will be done." 

And when the fight is over, 

And when the end appears, 
And whether it be shortly, 

Or after many years ; 
And when my sun is setting, 

And my earthly course is run, 
Be this my latest prayer — 

" Thy holy will be done." 
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A VISIT BEFORE CONFESSION TO THE 
ALTAR OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN 

I come to thee, my Mother, 

And at thy altar kneel, 
I come with heart afflicted — 

To tell thee how I feel ; 
To ask thee to assist me, 

And for thy child to pray, 
That Jesus sweet and merciful 

May wash my sins away. 

We know the greatest sinners — 

Though red their sins may be — 
Are never lost, provided 

They *ve confidence in thee ; 
Thy potent intercession 

With thy beloved Son, 
Shall gain for them forgiveness 

For all the evils done, 

If they are only sorry 

For all the years misspent, 
And ask through thee the graces 

To aid them to repent; 
And are resolved in earnest 

All sin henceforth to shun, 
And to run with zeal and ardour 

The race the ssfiints have run. 

I am a lowly sinner, 

And am of sin afraid, 
And that I may confess it, 

I fly unto thy aid ; 
Then ask thy dearest Jesus 

To touch my sinful heart, 
To cleanse it in confession 

And grace to it impart. 
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The thought of sin afflicts me, 

And nought shall I conceal, 
But to my ghostly Father 

Shall all my sins reveal ; 
I shall with deepest sorrow, 

To Him confess the whole, 
And by his absolution 

Bring comfort to my soul. 

That I have oft offended 

Gives me the deepest pain, 
But now I love my Jesus 

And shall not sin again ; 
But do thou, Holy Mary, 

Keep near me still. I pray, 
Lest I, thy humble client, 

Should ever fall away. 



GOD WILLS NOT THE DEATH OF A 

SINNER. 

God wills not the death of a sinner, 

But that all be converted and live, 
We 've only to seek Him in earnest, 

He *s ready our%ins to forgive ; 
And do we not call Him our Father ? 

And are not all creatures His care ? 
Above justice is mercy exalted, 

Then why should a sinner despair ? 

And is not our Saviour our brother ? 

And has He not died for our race ? 
And why did He die but to save us, 

And the sins of mankind to efface 1 
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Does He wish that the demons should triumph ? 

Does not God even solemnly swear 
He wills not the death of a sinner, 

Then why should the sinner despair ? 

If our sins were as r$d as the scarlet, 

He '11 make them as white as the snow, 
If our hearts are but humble and contrite, 

And tears of compunction but flow ; 
If we pray for the grace of conversion, 

Ana resolve to avoid every snare, 
Our Lord shall not fail to show mercy, 

So let not the sinner despair. 

And why will you die, house of Israel, 

And why not repent of your sin ? 
A thief on the gibbet found mercy 

When his heart was repentant within. 
The prodigal son home returning, 

Though he squandered with harlots his share, 
Found love in the heart of his father, 

So let not the sinner despair. 

When Peter denied his fond Master, 

And great were his guilt and his fall, 
Though were we to judge by his promise, 

He *d prove the most faithful of all ; 
Yet, Christ cast an eye of compassion 

On His faithless disciple, and there 
Touched his heart till his tears fell in torrents, 

So let not the sinner despair. 

And who has not heard of that zealot — 

The relentless and fiery Saul, 
Who hunted and tortured the Christians 

Till he was a terror to all ? 
Yet, God on that zealot had mercy, 

And made him repent and prepare 
To carry His name 'mong the Gentiles, 

So let not the sinner despair. 
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And who has not read of Augustine, 

That wonderful doctor of grace ? 
Of the sins of his youth and his errors, 

And how his conversion took place ? 
And how the fond tears of a mother 

Obtained for a ge'nius so rare, 
To devote all his gifts to God's honour ? 

So let not the sinner despair. 

And who has not heard of Magdalen, 

Of her sin and her sorrow profound ? 
How she bathed the feet of her Jesus 

With her tears as they fell to the ground ? 
How His feet, which she sweetly anointed, 

She dried with her beautiful hair ? 
How she wept — how her love was rewarded ? 

So let not the sinner despair. 

If your sins are as red as the scarlet, 

To Jesus with confidence go ; 
Confess all your sins and be sorry, 

He '11 make them as white as the snow. 
His love for our souls is eternal, 

fie died that His kingdom we 'd share, 
O then let us love Him and serve Him, 

And never of pardon despair. 



REMEMBER THY LAST END. 

Art thou a child and fond of play, 
Or grown to manhood blithe and gay, 
Or is thy head grown old and gray ? 

To wisdom's voice attend. 
Whether in life's sunny hour, 
Ot when its clouds begin to lower ; 
Or "whether low or high in power, 

Remember thy last end. 
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If thou art gifted, rich, and great, 
And powerful in church or state, 
With honours crowned — success elate, 

Don't on such hopes depend. 
The greatest man may quickly fall ; 
Death calls alike the great and small ; 
What then remains ? — a shroud — a pall ! 

Remember thy last end. 

Wouldst thou, O man, corruption's heir, 
For death and judgment well prepare, 
And wouldst thou bliss eternal share 

When death the veil shall rend ? 
Ah, wouldst thou wish, when called to die, 
To be the friend of God on high, 
And to the saints and angels fly ? 

Remember thy last end. 

The thought of death shall make thee fear 
Lest thou in judgment shouldst appear 
A guilty soul, and no one near 

To help thee or befriend ; 
Twill make thee prudent, just, and wise, 
And make thee earthly things despise, 
And nought but goods eternal prize ; 

Remember thy last end. 



THE PHARISEE AND THE PUBLICAN. 

A Phakisee and a Publican 
To the temple went to pray, 

To worship, honour, and adore, 
And homage due to pay. 

The Pharisee with swelling heart, 

Unconscious of his sins, 
His many virtues to relate, 

With confidence begins : 
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" I give Thee thaDks, O God, I'm not 

A sinner like the rest, 
Who 're lewd, unjust, extortioners, 

All whom Thou dost detest. 

I'm not like yonder Publican, 

A sinner poor and vile, 
Who dares Thy temple thus to seek 

While sins his soul defile. 

For tyrice a week I strictly fast, 

I pray, adore, and bless ; 
And strict am I to pay Thee tithes 

Of all I do possess." 

Behold the humble Publican 

The Pharisees despise, 
So humble that he does not dare 

To heaven raise his eyes. 

With humble soul and contrite heart 
He strikes his fervent breast ; 

" Forgive me, Lord, a sinner vile, 
More sinful than the rest. 

I merit nought but punishment, 
No good work can I show ; 

But yet upon Thy mercy mild 
Myself I humbly throw. 

Thy mercies, Lord, are infinite, 
And from Thy word I glean — 

'Tis never pleasing to Thy heart 
To crush a wretch so mean." 

The Publican the temple left 
Without the slightest taint 

Of sin or guilt, his contrite heart 
Had changed him to a saint. 
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Not so, indeed, the Pharisee 

Who laid so strong a claim 
To sanctity, for he went down 

More wicked than he came. 

His pride, that great and dreadful vice, 

The source of every sin, 
Made him, though fair he looked without,. 

A sepulchre within. 

Let us then fly that dreadful vice 

Which Satan made his own, 
When he had dared t' exalt himself 

Beside Jehovah's throne. 

And which has built for him a throne 

Of everlasting fire ; 
Let every soul then humble be 

Th^it doth to God aspire. 



MY BEADS. 



In the evening's calm and quiet, 
When no one sees or heeds, 

I love a quiet corner 

* Wherein to tell my beads ; 

Not that I would conceal it 
From any in the land, 

Though faithless ones deride it 
Who fail to understand, 

That simple faith surpasses 

All the honours which they prize, 
AU the riches of the wealthy, 

All the wisdom of the wise ; 
But I like to tell its decades, 

Recollected and alone, 
And to ponder on the prayer 

I recite at every stone. 
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My little beads remind me 

Of my Saviour's love divine, 
Who died for me on Calvary, 

And made His mother mine ; 
It reminds me of my childhood 

When around my mother's knee, 
Our little circle gathered 

To say the rosary. 

It reminds me of my boyhood, 

Of the friends of whom bereft ; 
For I, of all that circle, 

Am the only one that's left ! 
And reminds me of the fervour 

Of the young and guileless heart, 
Ere sin had found an entrance, 

Or the world claimed a part. 

It teaches me detachment 

From a world full of care, 
And bids me for a better one 

With carefulness prepare. 
May I meet my early partners 

In that prayer whicn I love, 
In the kingdom of God's glory, 

In their happy homes above. 



" WHOSE SINS YOU SHALL FORGIVE THEY 
ARE FORGIVEN."— John xx. 23. 

Confession sacramental 

In mercy's gracious plan, 
Is heaven's greatest blessing 

To sinful fallen man* 
Th' unfaithful do not like it, 

And every fault they find, 
And say that Christ no power gave 

To man to loose or bind. 
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They seem to think confession 

Makes every man a slave, 
Who kneels to tell the priest his sins 

And absolution crave ; 
But ought they not remember 
r That nought enslaves but sin, 
That man is not a free man, 

If Satan reigns within. 

They little know the blessings 

That confession scatters wide, 
Nor all the sins, Egyptian-like, 

Deep buried in its tide. 
Through confession grace is showered 

On man's hard and sinful heart, 
While the demons that possess it, 

Are commanded to depart. 

The soul without confession, 

Though good its early seeds, 
Is a prey to evil passion, 

And a garden full of weeds ; 
But confession nips the rising 

Of passion in the bud, 
It roots up every evil plant 

And nourishes the good. 

Some Christians think it awful 

To kneel at human feet 
To tell their sins, not knowing 

That the yoke of Christ is sweet ; 
But is it not more awful 

To remain a single day 
In the power of the Evil One, 

To deadly sin a prey ? 

True Christians are unhappy 
When no confessor they find, 

To ease the troubled conscience 
And to tranquillize the mind ; 
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They never doubt bis power 
The conscience to release, 

And after absolution 
Enjoy the greatest peace. 

There is no need of argument 

Or Scripture texts in fine, 
To tell a pious Catholic 

Confession is divine ; 
And were it not from heaven, 

It must the mind astound, 
To think how long in every land 

Confession holds its ground. 

The Reformers too indulgent 

To their neophytes at first, 
Thought confession rather painful, 

And its sacred girdle burst ; 
And hence to all iniquity 

They opened wide the door, 
A fact some zealous Protestants 

Now bitterly deplore. 

The countries whence 'twas banished 

Have become a moral waste, 
Whilst the countries that retained it 

Are for ever pure and chaste ; 
And hence the Irish maidens 

Who are Catholic by birth, 
And go often to Confession, 

Are the chastest upon earth. 

The learned and the noble 

In confession daily kneel, 
And find it balm of Gilead 

The wounds of sin to heal ; 
And shall not we be thankful 

For this fountain spring of grace, 
To cleanse us from pur daily sins, 

And all their stains efface ? 
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Ah, yes, O Lord, we 're thankful 

For this blessing great and good, 
By which Thou dost apply to us 

The merits of Thy blood. 
Convert, O Lord, non-Catholics 

That they may judge aright, 
And gladly bear Thy saving yoke, 

Aud find Thy burden light. 



ST. JOSEPH. 



When the people of Egypt of food stood in need, 
They went to King Pharaoh, their sovereign, to plead, 
To ask him for bread lest their children should die : — 
" Go to Joseph for succour," was Pharaoh's reply. 

King Pharaoh, of Egypt the ruler and king, 
Raised up the wise Joseph and gave him his ring, 
And a robe and a chain with bis own royal hand, 
And made him a ruler all over the land. 

And Joseph stored up an abundance of bread, 
With which during famine the people were fed, 
And by this was prefigured that Bread from on high 
Which is broken to us every day lest we die. 

The true Bread of Life which my loving Lord gave, 
The night ere He died and was laid in the grave, 
Was preserved by St. Joseph whom holy we name, 
And whom as their patron all Catholics claim. 

The High King of heaven made him ruler on earth 
To guard heaven's queen and to tend from his birth 
Our Saviour, our King, our great High Priest and Head, 
Who, indeed, of our souls is the Life-giving Bread. 



4 
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That Bread ever holy, soul-saving, .and sweet, 
He gave His disciples, saying, " Take ye and eat, 
For this is My body " — and so we believe 
Who His Body and Blood at the altar receive. 

O holy St. Joseph, to whom it was given 

To have in thy charge all the riches of heaven, 

Obtain I may worthily eat of that bread 

To preserve which, with Mary, to Egypt you fled. 

Chaste spouse of the Virgin, St. Joseph the just, 
Great on earth were thy virtues and great was thy trust - % 
And great is thy glory, thy well-earned meed, 
And great is thy power »to help us in need. • 

Thy virtues were crowned with the happiest death 
When Jesus was near thee to catch thy last breath, 
And Mary, His mother, had knelt by thy side, 
How happy and holy, dear patron, you died ! 

Ah, dear holy patron, your client defend, 
When he a poor sinner approaches his end ; 
Drive away all the demons surrounding his bed, 
And strengthen his soul with the Life-giving Bread. 

Obtain that a priest may be found by his side 
To give him his Lord as his sins are untied, 
And his image, the crucifix, press to his lips 
Ere his reason shall suffer a lasting eclipse. 

Obtain that the angels may come to his aid 
To guard him when most of dread judgment afraid, 
That he may as a fervent poor penitent die, 
And go after death to the mansions on high. 
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DISTRACTION IN PRAYER. 

Away, away ! ye idle thoughts 

That so distract my brain, 
And do, I pray, outside my cell 

A little while remain. 

I go awhile to speak with God, 

And tremble as I go; 
For, long as I have lived on earth, 

I've little good to show. 

And as I go to speak with Him, 

I pray you stay behind, 
That I may pray and supplicate 

With recollected mind. 

We often go to pray, alas ! 

And do but God offend, 
When we distracted wilfully, 

Don't to our words attend. 

We know how God reproved the Jews, 

For how they used to pray — 
" While with their lips they honour Me, 

Their hearts are far away." 

And oft, I fear, do Christians too, 

In faith and fervour fail ; 
And hence it is our prayers don't 

More frequently prevail. 

Away, away, each idle thought ! 

For aye from me depart, 
That I may pray as Christians should, 

With fervent mind and heart, 

And with sincere humility ; 

For God detests the proud, 
While prayer from an humble heart 

Shall penetrate the cloud, 

c 
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And stand before Jehovah's throne, 
Nor fruitless come away ; 

An humble soul God ever hears, 
So let me humbly pray. 



THE PENITENTS PRATER. 

I HATE my sinful ways, O Lord ; 

Thy holy Spirit send 
To touch my heart, inflame my soul, 

And help me to amend. 

Though planted in Thy vineyard long, 

My very heart it grieves, 
To think I 'm like the fig-tree which 

Had nought to show but leaves. 

But yet I pray Thee, gracious Lord, 
This fruitless tree to spare, 

That worthy fruits of penance still 
It may in season bear. 

I 've often thought of doing good, 

But weak I fear the will, 
Else how is it that after all 

I 'm so imperfect still ? 

So tepid when I go to pray, 

So ready to complain 
Of every trifling cross I meet, 

Which saints would count a gain ? 

So quick betimes to take offence 
At what I should not heed ? 

So slow to pardon while I sin 
In thought, and word, and deed ? 
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I often fail to check the tongue, 

To mortify the will, 
While many Christian duties I 

But carelessly fulfil. 

I often fail, though wisely told, 
To hedge with thorns the ear ; 

And hence I often take delight 
In things I should not hear. 

I often fail to place a guard 

Upon my sinful eyes, 
And often let them roam about, 

Wherein a danger lies. 

• 

Who loves the danger, we are told, 

Will perish every one ; 
If this be true of saints themselves, 

Should I not danger shun ? 

Then grant me grace, my dearest Lord, 

All cause of sin to fly, 
That by Thy aid I may henceforth 

My vices crucify. 

May I repent of every sin, 

And all the past repair, 
And may I die a happy death 

And Thy own kingdom share. 



MY CRUCIFIX. 

Upon my little crucifix 
I love to fix my eyes ; 

It teaches me deep mysteries, 
And helps to make me wise ; 



36 VERSES ON 



It tells me how my Jesus died 

For all the human race, 
How wide He stretched His loving hand* 

All mankind to embrace. 

It is a book that all can read, 

A book within our reach, 
A pulpit, too, from which our Lord 

Doth Mercy's gospel preach ; 
And like the brazen serpent old 

It heals the deadly bite 
Of sin whose wounds are greater far, 

Though hidden from the sight. 

The crucifix is wisdom's school, f 

It tells us what to prize, 
And that the road to Calvary 

Conducts us to the skies. 
That the painful road of suffering 

My loving Saviour trod, 
Is that which truly sanctifies 

And leads the soul to God. 

My crucifix speaks poverty 

And humbleness of mind, 
Obedience true, and patience sweet, 

And makes the soul resign'd ; 
It teaches me detachment 

From earthly things and vain, 
And Christian self-denial 

That I a crown may gain. 

I then will place my crucifix 

Before me while I write, 
And have it hung beside my bed 

Where I repose at night ; 
And carry it upon my breast 

That if the waves should roll, 
And winds should rise, 'twill be to me 

The anchor of the soul. 
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I '11 often kiss mv crucifix 

When festivals draw near, 
And find, I hope, in God's good time 

To drop a silent tear ; 
And to bewail the share I had 

(God's word doth testify) 
In nailing Jesus to the cross, 

And causing Him to die. 

O may my Jesus who for man 

Has suffered death and pain, 
Grant that His Precious Blood for me 

Hath not been shed in vain ; 
But that His grace may dwell in me, 

And fit me for the sky, 
And that I may be true to death 

And in His service die. 



THE, GUARDIAN ANGEL TO THE 

DYING 'SOUL. 

The Lord of life has sought thee, 
His message I have brought thee, 
While no snare of sin has caught thee ; 

Come away ! 

While thy friends are round thee crying, 
And the wicked spirits trying 
To disturb thee at thy dying ; 

Come away ! 

But let them rage and rattle, 
And their wicked agents prattle, 
Thou hast triumphed in the battle ; 

Come away ! 
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Thine shall be the happy story 
To behold the Lord of glory, 
And His robes no longer gory f 

Come away t 

I soon shall end my steering, 
For the earth is disappearing, 
And the port of rest is nearing ; 

Come away ! 

Behold the happy landing, 
And the Virgin Mother standing, 
To secure thy barque from stranding ;. 

Come away ! 

No burning sun shall brown thee, * 
And no stormy wave shall drown thee 
Till the Lord of life shall crown thee ; 

Come away J 

Behold St. Peter sitting, 
And through heaven's gate admitting 
Every pure soul upward flitting ; 

Come away! 

The Lord for thee is sending, 
While His angels lowly bending, 
Ask thee up to joys unending ! 

Come away t 
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VISIT OF AN IRISH GIRL TO AN ALTAR 

OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN BEFORE 

LEAVING FOR AMERICA. 

Dear Mother, I am going 

From my native land away, 
To seek a home in foreign lands, 

At home I cannot stay ; 
And, Mother dear, I tremble 

As I face the rolling sea, 
Lest I should e'er offend my God, 

Or bring a blush to thee. 

I know there's danger everywhere 

Where man has found a home ; 
The wicked spirits tempting us 

Have never ceased to roam : 
But ah, I fear from what I hear, 

The danger far away 
Is greater than in Ireland, 

So do not let me stray. 

Obtain for me, Virgin Queen, 

That I may danger shun, 
For those alone are conquerors 

Who like a coward run ; 
teach me humble diffidence, 

But confidence in thee, 
And in the dangers I may meet, 

A Mother be to me. 

We may have good intentions, 

A pure and upright will, 
Yet Satan's dark inventions 

May find us human still. 
So do thou, loving Mother, 

With thy loving child abide, 
And save my soul from Satan's snare, 

And cast his darts aside. 
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On the voyage to eternity 

We often calmly sail, 
And, when we least expect it, 

Temptation blows a gale ; 
The seas are set a rolling, 

And our little boat is toss'd, 
Ah ! then assist us, Mother, 

For, unaided we are lost ! 

Remember we are sinners, 

And our little boat is frail, 
And dreadful are the tempests 

That may at times prevail ; 
But yet I do not fear them, 

Though weak and frail I am, 
If thou but ask thy Jesus 

To bid the winds be calm. 

* 
I promise thee, my Mother, 

Whatever lands I see, 
I shall cherish sweet devotion 

To Jesus and to thee ; 
I trust I shall not grieve Him 

Till I reach the happy shore, 
Where I hope to see thee, Mother, 

And to love thee evermore. 



AND THEY BRING TO HIM ONE DEAF 
AND DUMB.— Mark vii. 32. 

They bring our Lord one deaf and dumb 
Who could not hear and would not come — 
Until by others kindly brought — 
To Him whose love such wonders wrought ; 
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To Him whose eye all creatures sees, 
And who can heal our maladies, 
And who rewards our fervent zeal 
When we for others pray and feel. 

There is a deafness which I grieve, 
The deaf themselves do not perceive, 
And that is deafness of the soul, 
(With none to pity or condole) 
And here the deaf — the dumb the same — 
Have but themselve alone to blame ; 
To hear God's Word they want the will, 
And hence their deafness — source of ill. 

Can any ill from Pole to Pole 
Exceed this deafness of the soul ? 
Who will not hear God's voice within, 
And leads a life of shame and sin, 
Shall hear beyond the narrow tomb 
In words of dread his lasting doom, 
" Go, go for ever, go and dwell 
With demons in the flames of hell ! " 

Lest I should, Lord, such thunders hear, 
Do Thou at present ope my ear, 
Lest if I live both deaf and dumb 
I may encounter wrath to come. 
The deaf are those who don't obey ; 
The dumb are those who fail to pray, 
To bless, to praise, and glorify 
The Lord of all, their King on high. 

There is a deafness men should prize, 
A deafness that shall make them wise ; 
If men were deaf to maxims vain, 
And sinful speech, how great the gain ? 
Were deaf to evil words — to lies, 
Detractions, slanders, calumnies, 
To words unchaste that hot as coals 
Light up a flame to ruin souls ? 
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This deafness grant me, Lord, I pray, 
The other heal and take away, 
And place Thy finger in my ear 
That I Thy words divine may hear. 
And send Thy Spirit, make me wise, 
(For this Thy spittle signifies) 
And loose my tongue that I may praise 
And sing Thy mercies all my days. 



AND I SHALL DIE. 

And I shall die ! and none can tell 
How soon the day may come 

When this poor heart shall beat no more, 
And this poor tongue is dumb. 

And then the cold and cheerless earth 

Shall my remains contain, 
And moths and maggots foul shall prey 

Upon my heart and brain ! 

And why are dust and ashes proud, 

If such shall be my fate ? 
If I am poor, why murmur thus, 

Or wish that I were great ? 

The rich shall die as well as I, 
And with the maggots dwell, 

And take of earth and all they love 
A long and sad farewell 

The sentence dread on Adam pass'd 

Shall never be reversed ; 
Ah, would it were by thoughtless man 

More frequently rehearsed. 
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But I shall die ! I know not when 

My bones shall melt and rot ; 
But what to me how soon or late, 

If heaven be my lot ? 

And men above my grave shall stand, 

Of life and vigour full, 
And deign, perhaps, with reverence 

To view my naked skull. 

And some may say, " Perhaps within 

There dwelt a jolly soul 
Who sang, and laughed, and daily quaff'd 

The mirth exciting bowl ? 

Or one, perhaps, who during life 

All sinful pleasures fled, 
Whose thoughts while all around were gay, 

Paid visits to the dead ? 

Who wisely asked doth it avail 

To reign from Pole to Pole ? 
To be' the king of all the earth, 

And lose one's precious soul ? 

Who fought the fight, as did St. Paul, 

And when the foe came down 
With all his might, besought the Lord, 

And bore away the crown ? 

His may have been a soul sincere, 

A calm and tranquil mind, 
From which some rays of humour stole, 

And sparks of wit refined. 

Who, though he loved the grain of sense, 

Yet, ne'er despised the chaff 
Which could a little mirth dispense, 

And raise a pleasant laugh. 



i 
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Whose heart 'mid care was always light 
Where sadness found no room ; 

Religion was for him too bright 
To be a thing of gloom. 

Whate'er on earth he may have been, 
May all his troubles cease ; 

And may his soul in bliss above 
For ever rest in peace. ,, 

I then shall die as all men shall, 
And rest beneath the sod ; 

But little care I when or where 
If I but go to God. 

O may my soul then upward fly 
When this short life is o'er, 

And dwell with saints 'mid joys supreme, 
In bliss for evermore. 



BLESSED ARE THE POOR IN SPIRIT, FOR 

THEIRS IS THE KINGDOM OF 

HE A VEN— Matt. v. 3. 

The world would be happy, 

If the world only knew 
Where dwells that envied happiness 

The multitudes pursue. 

Some think it dwells with riches, 
And with honours fair and bright, 

And others think with pleasures, 
And with sensual delight. 
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But they are fools who ever hope 

True happiness to find 
In honours, riches, pleasures, 

That so dazzle men and blind. 

Eternal Wisdom tells us 

In the Sermon on the Mount, 

What is the source of happiness, 
Its sacred spring and fount. 

And first the poor in spirit, 

The Son of God declares 
Are happy and are blessed : 

For of heaven they are heirs. 

They are happy e'en at present, 
By the hope that in them dwells, 

But their happiness hereafter 
All imagining excels. 

But who are they so favoured 

As such happiness to find, 
And to merit such a blessing 

From the Saviour of mankind ? 

, Not all the poor and humble 
In the world's false esteem, 
Are always poor in spirit, 

Though they poor and humble seem. 

But those who bear all crosses 
With a patient humble mind, 

And are, in all their troubles, 
To the will of God resign'd. 

And those who poor and contrite, 
For earth's riches have no love ; 

But lay up all their riches 
In the treasury above, 
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Where no thief shall ever enter, 
Where the moth shall not consume, 

And where wealth of works shall meet them 
When they cross the narrow tomb. 

And those again whose riches 

Never gain upon the heart, 
Who practise such detachment 

That with all their goods they'd part, 

For the sake of Him who gave them, 

And who gave His life to save 
Their souls from death eternal, 

And who triumphed o'er the grave. 

These, these, are poor in spirit, 
And these are they who '11 rest 

In the bosom of their Father, 
In the mansions of the blest. 



BLESSED ARE THE MEEK— -Matt. v. 4. 

These questions puzzled erst mankind — 

Where, where, shall man true blessings find ? 

In what consists the good supreme ? 

Is happiness an idle dream ? 

Has Socrates cleared up the doubt ? 

Has Plato found the secret out ? 

The search was vain — of no account 

Till Christ revealed it on the Mount. 

Poor reason's search was incomplete 
Until it knelt at Jesus' feet, 
And heard a wisdom all divine 
From Him who came of David's line, 
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Who came on earth with man to dwell, 
Th' Incarnate Word — Emmanuel ; 
Who came to teach and save mankind 
That groped in darkness poor and blind. 

They never thought the poor, oppress'd, 
The lowly humble, could be blest, 
Till Christ, the Ruler of the skies, 
Taught man the truth, and made him wise ; 
Came down — this lesson to impart — 
The poor, the meek, the clean of heart, 
Are blest on earth, and blest shall be 
In heaven throughout eternity. 

Make me, O Lord, true wisdom seek, 
And make me humble, poor and meek 
In spirit, and Thy grace impart, 
And'make me chaste and clean of heart, 
That I may yet possess the land 
Where angels bright before Thee stand, 
That when I run my earthly race, 
I may behold Thee face to face. 



THE ASSUMPTION OF THE BLESSED 

VIRGIN. 

On the feasts of Our Lady her children rejoice, 
And make all her churches resound with the voice 
Of prayer, and praise, and of psalmody sweet, 
Giving glory to God as they kneel at her feet. 

On her happy Assumption, the feast which we call 
The feast of her triumphs, the greatest of all, 
Both angels and men, earth and heaven unite 
In one chorus of praise, and one song of delight. 
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We, her clients, rejoice that the body which gave 
Flesh and blood to our Lord did not melt in the grave ; 
Tradition, the Fathers, her clients, declare 
It was meet that corruption Christ's Mother should spare. 

» 

Incorruptible Ark, thou wert borne on high 
By the angels of God to thy throne in the sky ; 
And no moth, sweetest lily of earth, shall comejnear 
Thy womb ever blessed, to Jesus so dear. 

Ere the moth could begin (and whom else shall it shun ?) 
Thou wert raised from thy grave, Holy Queen,by thy Son, 
And placed on a throne, all the angels above, 
As the crown of thy merit — a proof of His love. 

The pavements of heaven no creature e'er trod 
Who in dignity equals the Mother of God ; 
And if Solomon shared with his mother his throne, 
What wonder that Jesus should honour His own ? 

For who ever served Him as Mary bad served ? 
And who like His Mother His sayings preserved ? 
And who ever loved Him, and bore every loss 
For His sake, like that Mother who stood by His cross ? 

What rejoicing in heaven, what pleasure serene, 
As the angels come meeting their new risen queen ! 
How they wonder that earth, so long barren and bare. 
Could ever produce any lily so fair ! 

What wonder the angels should stand in amaze, 
As they on a creature so beautiful gaze, 
The most pure and most perfect creation beheld, 
The highest in merit, the most that excell'd ? 

And ask, " Who is this from earth's desert so bright, 
Who leans on her lover and flows with delight ? 
What glory like hers, what unfading renown, 
The sun as her garment, the stars as her crown ! " 
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In merit surpassing, in glory so bright, 

All glory angelic but pales in her sight, 

As she sits next her Son on the loftiest throne, 

In glory and merit sublime and alone ! 

Queen Mother, look down on thy children below, 
And aid us to fight and to vanquish the foe, 
That we by thy aid may the victory gain, 
And with th6e, Holy Mother, eternally reign. 



MEDITATION. 

The earth is full of sin and guile, 

A scene of desolation ; 
And holy Doctors say the cause 

Is want of meditation ! 
Tie want of thought on truths divine 

Makes man forget his mission, 
That keeps his soul in fetters bound, 

And leads him to perdition. 

From youth all men are prone to sin, 

And sinful things to covet ; 
Though virtue may seem fair and bright, 

They seldom seem to love it. 
From youth to age they love to live 

'Mid sinful joys and laughter, 
And do not seem to care about 

What may befall hereafter. 

They 're often caught in Satan's net, 

By passion's bait alluring ; 
For things divine they seldom care, 

Nor future bliss enduring ; 

D 
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The reason is men don't reflect, 
By pride and passion blinded, 

And though they stand on ruin's brink, 
They never seem to mind it. 

The world spreads before their eyes 

Its sinful fruits forbidden, 
While future JQys seem far away 

Beyond the mountains hidden ; 
And as the will of man is blind 

The intellect must lead it, 
To touch, to taste the truths of faith — 

Hence meditation's needed. 

Did man reflect on love divine, 

Both seriously and often, 
The hardest heart would feel a glow, 

And with compunction soften. 
King David felt by thinking thus 

A flame within him lighted, 
For want of which men often are 

In error's ways benighted. 

If men again would think on death 

And judgment soon to follow, 
Would they pursue, as they do now, 

Vain fleeting joys and hollow ? 
And if they thought on hell below, 

And on its endless burning, 
Would they remain from God away, 

And never heed returning ? 

If men would therefore hope t' advance 

The work of their salvation, 
IJ'd have them not one day neglect 

Sweet holy meditation ; 
But let them daily meditate, 

And seek for aid supernal, 
Eemembering that this life is short, 

The other is eternal. 
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THE FIGURES OF THE BLESSED 

EUCHARIST. 

The greatest gift that could be given 
To fallen man by gracious heaven, 

Had been of old prefigured long ; 
Those figures old, so oft narrated, 
Should often still be celebrated 

In sweet and simple sacred song. 

The gift I speak of, great and holy, 
And given to the poor and lowly, 

Is the Eucharist divine ; 
A gift so holy, so amazing, 
The eye of faith is lost in gazing 

On what appears but bread and wine. 

Those feeble accidents but cover 
Love's gift divine, and hide the Lover 

From our feeble mortal sight ; 
For who could dare approach the altar, 
What lip could move, what tongue not falter, 

Did we behold the Lover bright ? 

Our Lord, His gldry thus concealing, 
Shows forth His love the more, revealing 

To faith divine His endless love ; 
That faith declares — with us abiding 
We have Him here, His glory hiding, 

Who is the light of heaven above ! 

How blest are we in latter ages 
Beyond the Jewish saints and sages, 

By this blest gift of God alone ? 
This Bread by which our souls are nourished, 
To all the saints of old who flourished, 

Was but in type and figure shown. 
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The tree of life in Eden planted, 
The greatest gift to Adam granted, 

Did he but wisely taste and know, 
Was but a figure early given 
Of the bread that came from heaven, 

Giving life to man below. 

The Paschal Lamb whose immolation 
Marked the Jewish emigration, 

When from Pharaoh's land they fled ; 
Its roasted flesh their bodies serving, 
And its blood their lives preserving, 

Typified this living Bread. 

Though not of Jewish ordination, 
Yet Melchisedech's oblation 

(For he offered Bread and Wine) 
Was a figure great and splendid, 
And by wisdom so intended, 

Of the Eucharist divine. 

And the bread that fell from heaven, 

In the desert daily given- 
Wondrous Manna pure and sweet — 

Typified the bread first broken 

By our Lord when he had spoken — 

" This is My Body, take and eat." 

The ancient LoaveS of Proposition, 
And the bread that gave nutrition 

To Elias in his flight, 
Which for forty days sustained him, 
So that hunger never pained him 

Till he came in Horeb's sight, 

Were figures great and telling 
Of the victim ever dwelling 

In our tabernacles here, 
Who is our Bread life-giving, 
In life's desert while we 're living, 

Till we reach His Vision clear. 
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If its figures since creation 
Have excited admiration, 

Can man's genius comprehend 
The gift divine which Jesus gave us 
Ere He shed His blood to save us, 

Having loved us to the end ? 

Well may angels ask how is it 
That the Lord of life should visit 

Any child of Adam's line, 
With a nourishment so blessed, 
Could our language but express it, 

As the Eucharist divine ? 



THE LIFE OF MAN I® A WARFARE. 
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The whole life of man is a warfare 
From reason's first dawn to the grave ; 

If he fight not with courage he 's conquered, 
For victory rests with the brave. 

We all in life's battle can triumph, 
For we always have God on our side, 

If we love but his law and fulfil it, 
And yield not to passion and pride. 

No doubt we have foes to encounter, 
Both skilful, and subtle, and strong ; 

Inflammable passions that often 
Excite and impel us to wrong. 

The world is full of false maxims, 
Its word and example are bad ; 

The devil ne'er sleeps in enticing ; . 
Allurements are everywhere had. 
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But still ought we Christians take courage, 
And bravely prepare for the fight, 

And implore the Almighty with fervour, 
For wisdom, for grace, and for light 

Above all let us fly the occasions 

Of sin, be they little or great ; 
For those who love danger will perish, 

And find out their error when late. 

Let us cling to the duty of prayer, 
Let us ask, let us knock, let us seek ; 

But never with pride or presumption, 

But with hearts ever humble and meek — 

With a pure and an upright intention, 
Which seeks but God's honour alone ; 

For God reads the heart and its motives ; 
To Him every secret is known. 

To the contrite, the meek, and the humble 
Doth God His rich graces impart ; 

He tells us He's near to the upright, 
And repels not the humble of heart. 

Let us pray to the angels, His servants, 

Who stand and who serve round His throne ; 

To the saints and to Mary our Mother, 
Whose claims He shall never disown. 

And they for our souls interceding 
Shall obtain for us wisdom and grace ; 

For potent indeed is the pleading 
Of those who see God face to face. 

And victory's sun shall shine on us, 
And showers of grace shall come down 

To aid us to fight and to merit 
A priceless — a heavenly crown. 
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HAPPINESS. 

The great and small who tread earth's ball, 

Whether husband, child, or wife, 
Are in hot pursuit of a golden fruit 

Which they call a happy life ; 
For in every soil men think and toil, ' 

And a happiness still pursue, 
Like birds that fly across the sky, 

With objects bright in view. 

I hear one sing if he were king, 

With armies great and strong, 
With a royal fleet no foe could meet, 

He 'd be happy the whole day long ; 
With soldiers to stand with swords in hand, 

Saluting him as he pass'd, 
And, as he bowed, to awe the crowd 

With trumpet tone and blast. 

Another declares with lofty airs, 

If he were a minister great, 
Who though not king would wisely bring 

Great blessings upon the state ; 
Would make good laws in a righteous cause, 

Relieving the poor oppress'd, 
And making them free, he'd surely be, 

A happy man and blest. 

Some understand if they had land, 

Extended rich domains ; 
Could in carriages roll and at times condole 

With famine stricken swains ; 
Pay visits and calls and go to balls, 

And dance to broad day-light, 
They'd all enjoy, both girl and boy, 

A happiness pure and bright. 
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Some think and say if they could pay 

Their bills when falling due, 
They 'd be happy, indeed, for ever freed 

From troubles old and new ; 
While others pretend if they could lend 

Their money and live in style, 
How happy they 'd be as all might see 

Who saw them laugh and smile ! 



And others yet think could they but drink 

The sparkling bowl and glass, 
And gamble and sport and live at court, 

How happy their days would pass ! 
True Christians know it is not so, 

The search is all in vain ; 
For mirthful noise and sensual joys 

No happiness true contain. 



But happy is he whoe'er he be, 

Whose soul from sin is free, 
Who in heart and mind is ever resign'd 

To heaven's all-wise decree ; 
Who in weal or woe endeavours to know 

The law of God and keep ; 
He's not cast down though kings may frown, 

And balmy is his sleep. 



A souL resign'd has peace of mind 

That riches cannot buy, 
While the rich and great in Church and state 

Have many a sleepless eye. 
True happiness dwells in convent cells, 

Though tears for sin may fall ; 
But yet it is there and everywhere, 

Where God is all in alL 
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THE LAST JUDGMENT. 

Time has run its destined course ; 
Death courses on his pallid horse ; 

The hills and mountains bend ; 
The sun is dark as darkest night, 
The moon withdraws her silver light ; 

The world is at an end ! 

The sun whose light gives life and cheers, 
And has well nigh six thousand years, 

Withdraws its vital heat ; 
The stars withdraw, or downward fall, 
The planets too, both one and all, 

In terror wild retreat ! 

Lest they should see the Judge's face 
Who comes to judge the human race, 

And deal out vengeance dire ! 
Loud thunders roll from Pole to Pole, 
And seas and oceans rage and roll 

In one wild wave of fire ! 

Men shall behold in terror dread, 
And wish they were among the dead, 

And wither up with fear ; 
The heavens themselves shall flee away 
In dreadful terror and dismay, 

Lest they men's doom should hear. 

The Archangel's summons quickly flies 
In thunder tones along the skies, 

And through the depths profound ; 
And quick as thought the word is sped 
Throughout the regions of the dead, 

And all obey the sound. 
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And now the Judge from heaven descends, 
A welcome sight to all His friends, 

A terror to His foes ; 
Preceded by that awful sign 
That shall the sun and stars outshine, 

But now no mercy shows. 

The flaming cross exalted high 
Shall grieve, confound, and terrify 

All guilty souls that day ; 
And show the wicked they were blind 
Who did not mercy seek and find, 

Ere mercy passed away. 

'Twill tell them of their Saviour's love, 
Of all the graces from above 

He purchased by His death ; 
But which they never prized or sought, 
But trampled on — though dearly bought — 

Until their latest breath. 

The Judge is seated on His throne, 
The wicked shudder, sigh, and groan, 

As they behold His face 
From which the heavens flee away, 
Which fills with terror and dismay 

Earth's sinful wicked race. 

How must the awful sight appal 

To see the dead both great and small 

Await their lasting doom ? 
When God so just shall punish those 
Who were in life His wicked foes, 

And Mercy finds no room ! 

The devils all now flock from hell 
Who know men's sins and gladly tell, 
Without remorse or fear ; 
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And shall the guilt of all unroll 
And, as accusers of the soul, 

Shall at the Bar appear ! 

And conscience, too, shall witness bear, 
And fearless shall his sins declare 

Before the sinner's face ; 
. But there's no need for proofs to call, 
The Judge all-seeing knows them all, 

Knows every single case ! 

The sins of men the world may view, 
Of those who no repentance knew ; 

They 're writ in words of flame ; 
And angels high and devils low, 
And all mankind their sins shall know, 

And none can hide their shame ! 

The Judgment over all shall see 
Their fate eternal and shall flee, 

As told, to right or left ; 
The former radiant, joyful, bright, 
The latter black as pitchy night, 

Of every hope bereft ! 

The Judge will to the wicked turn 
And say, " Ye cursed, go and burn 

In hell's eternal fire ; 
You would not serve, you would not bear 
My gentle yoke, go now and share 

My everlasting ire ! " 

And to His friends the Judge will say — 
" Come, come, ye blessed, come away 

And sit upon My throne ; 
You loved, you served, you honoured Me 
By faith and hope and charity, 

And you I '11 not disown." 
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For their past sins the wicked grieve, 
But all in vain, they now perceive 

No solace shall they find ; 
And, as they 're dragged along to hell, 
They take a long and sad farewell 

Of all they leave behind ! 

" Farewell, Lord, for us you died, m 
To save our souls, to cure our pride 

Your Precious Blood you shed ; 
Your yoke was sweet, your burden light, 
Your judgments just, your ways were right ; 

But we your service fled ! 

Farewell, ye blessed, who ascend 
To joys and glory without end, 

Your blessings none can tell ; 
'Tis just that you to heaven should go, 
While we descend to endless woe, 

A hopeless, hapless hell ! " 

Grant, gracious Lord, that I may stand 
That day 'mong those on Thy right hand, 

And to Thy joys ascend ; 
To love Thee, praise Thee, and adore, 
To reign with Thee for evermore, 

In glory without end. 



MORNING PRAYER. 

Arise, my soul, thy God adore, 

Ask pardon for thy sins : 
'Tis morn, His grace and help implore- 

Another day begins. 
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Thou canst not tell if thou shalt see 

The evening's happy close, 
Or what the strong attacks may be 

Of thy infernal foes. 

Thou must then all occasions fly, 

And always pray for aid ; 
Thou must not on thyself rely — 

Still of thyself afraid. 

Resolve to sanctify the day, 

Thy duties to, fulfil, 
To love the Lord, to serve, obey, 

And do Bis holy will. 

In all the trials thou shalt meet, 

Be to His will resign'd, 
And thou shalt taste contentment sweet, 

And inward peace of mind. 

And when the day of life shall close, 

And thou from earth shalt fly, 
Thou mayest hope t' enjoy repose 

In bliss supreme on high, 



UNLESS YOU FORGIVE YOU SHALL NOT 

BE FORGIVEN. 

The way to heaven is narrow, 

And rugged is the road ; 
And weary pilgrims murmur, 

However light the load. 

Tis trying to the sinner, 

His will to mortify, 
And of many earthly comforts 

His person to deny. 
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Tis trying to his nature 
By faith divine to live, 

To merit joy in heaven, 
But most trying to forgive. 

And yet if we don't pardon 
Each and all who do us wrong, 

We shall never enter heaven, 
Or behold its happy throng. 

We shall never see its glory 
When we from life depart, 

If we deny a brother 

Forgiveness from our heart 

For 'tis on this condition 
That Christians shall obtain 

The pardon that they pray for, 
And the bliss they hope to gain. 

Grant us, O Lord, forgiveness, 
And aid us by Thy grace 

To pardon all our enemies, 
And for Thy sake, embrace. 
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A CERTAIN MAN MADE A GREAT 
SUPPER— Luke xiv. 16. 

A SERMON IN VERSE. 

The Banquet divine let me lovingly sing, 

Ever spread in His Church by our heavenly King ; 

This Banquet of Banquets, this heavenly bread 

Has been since the days of our Saviour spread, 

Not alone for the perfect in body and mind, 

But the poor and the palsied, the lame and the blind; 

And so shall it be through all ages to come, 

Giving sight to the blind, giving speech to the dumb, 

And healing alike, as the fond Giver pleases, 

All manner of men, and all kinds of diseases, 

Provided poor sinners, to suffering inured, 

Would seek the Physician and ask to be cured. 

And what is the Bread which we truly believe 

The faithful each day in this banquet receive ? 

And wJiat is the manner in which it is given 

To those who are cleansed and whose sins have been 

riven? 
And who are the guests — whether many or few ? 
What end had the bountiful Giver in view 
In giving His Church such a banquet to taste 
Through the ages to come, as the ages that pass'd ? 
Are questions well worthy our care and our thought, 
Since no miracle greater has ever been wrought 
Than the Banquet I speak of that came from above, 
Best proof of God's power, best gift of His love. 
What it is, is there need the true faithful to ask, 
Who that Supper recall when our Lord ate the Pasch 
With His chosen disciples the night ere He died, 
To ransom us all and atone for our pride T 
When after He washed — ye heavens ! — their feet, 
Took bread which He blessed, saying, "Take ye and eat ; 
For this is My body to be broken for you, 
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And this in remembrance of Me shall ve do." 

The Bible, Tradition, the Fathers declare 

The Bread which we eat and the Banquet we share 

Is no other, indeed, than the life-giving Bread 

Which gives life to the living, and shall raise up the 

dead; 
For Jesus Himself is that Banquet divine 
We receive 'neath th' appearance of Bread and of Wine :. 
Yes ; He is the Giver, and He is the Gift, 
Who stoops from high heaven poor sinners to lift — 
The poor and the feeble, the young and the old — 
To grace and to glory, sublime and untold ! 
What nation hath ever their Saviour so near, 
Who is truly and really substantially here 
Concealed 'neath th' appearance of wine and of bread, 
As He is in the heavens our glorified Head ? 
And then see the wondrous miraculous way 
He enters our souls and is eaten each day ! 
In the Eucharist, nothing His presence reveals, 
For love both His person and glory conceals, 
Lest we, terrified by His majesty bright, 
Might fall to the earth and be filled with affright ; 
And fearing His potent and soul-piercing glance, 
Might tremble and fear to receive or advance. 
If the form of a servant, whom mortal we call, 
Was annihilation, according to Paul, 
When none could His glory or Godhead descry, 
Appearing but man to the bodily eye, 
Ah, what shall we call it, or what can be said, 
When He's laid on the tongue and seems nothing but 

bread 
To the eye of the body ? — a wonder profound, 
Which must e'en the angels and heavens astound ! 
Ah ! was He not humbled enough on the cross, 
To show us His love, and to teach us our loss, 
And hpw much it required to purchase a soul, 
And safely conduct it to heaven's bright goal, 
Without sinking so low, in the depths of His love, 
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To lift lis poor worms to His glory above ? 

One would think that His love could not deeper; 

descend, 
Even though we have read that He loved to the end ; 
But His love without limit, or term, or bound, 
Has discovered a deeper, more hidden profound. 
The miracles wrought in the Eucharist show 
How far can Christ's infinite charity go. 
During life there was something to make people see 
The Messiah was come, and that Jesus was He. 
His birth was announced by a heavenly light 
Which appeared to the shepherds surpassingly bright, 
Who also heard angels delightfully sing 
The birth of the Saviour, their new-born King ; 
And the wise men were led from Arabia afar 
To the place of His birth by a wonderful star; 
But at Mass and Communion no angels we hear, 
And no lights from above on our altars appear. 
During life His great miracles taught without doubt 
He was the Messiah, and pointed Him out ; 
And at death did not nature, convulsed and in grief, , 
Point Him out as her Lord, though condemned with 

the thief? 
But no miracle, angel, or wonderful sign 
Points Him out 'neath the shadows of bread and of wine \ 
And why but to show us the deepest abyss 
His love can descend to, to raise us to bliss ? 
When no star they behold, and no sign they perceive, 
The greater the merit of all who believe. 
Well may we with the prophet exclaim from the heart, 
" A hidden God truly, God of Israel Thou art ! " 
But no where so hidden, below or above, 
As in this Thy sweet hiding place — hidden through 

love! 

See again who are they who are asked to this feast, , 
The rich and the great, or the lowest and least ? 
All, all, are invited to love's great repast— . 

No distinction of colour, of clime or of caste — 

E 
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If their faith, and their hope, and their love be the 

same, 
Though the poor and oppressed may priority claim. 
If none could partake but the priests who sai4 Mass, 
Or saints who in penance all others surpass, 
Or those who had visited shrines and brought home 
Some relics of saints from the City of Rome ; 
Or those who had never transgressed in their days, 
Whose lives have been spent all in prayer and praise, 
We should still be amazed that the Saviour should 

give 
H jq body and blood that His creatures might live ; 
But what shall we say when they 're given to all 
Who anpwer (and all are invited) the call ? 
To the rich, to the poor, to the weak, to the strong, 
And that not for once but for centuries long % 
From the east to the west where an altar is laid 
In the lofty cathedral, or down in the shade 
Of some tree of the forest, some mountainous glen, 
Far away from the haunts and the dwellings of men, 
Wherever a priest of the Lord may be got 
To say Mass, and so offer the Lamb without spot ? 
And so has it been during centuries past, 
Since the martyrs at Rome to the lions were cast; 
And so shall it be till this world shall end, 
And the just after judgment to heaven ascend. 
To our fathers was broken the bread of the strong 
Which nourished their souls amidst outrage and wrong, 
When people and priests to destruction were hurl'd 
Because of their faith, by a Jezabel world ; 
But in all their dark trials the Saviour was near 
To nourish and strengthen those filled with His fear. 
All glory to Jesus, so loving, so good, 
Who feeds our poor souls with His flesh and His blood; 
May the fire of His love in our souls ever burn, 
That we His disciples may love Him in turn. 
And why did our Lord at His very last day, 
Give Himself to His Church in this wonderful wqy, 
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As our life T giving food, though not seen by ,our eye$, 

As our victim of love, and our great sacrifice, 

Which we offer to God, and which pleases Him most, 

While to man it appears a diminutive host ? 

But to faith 'tis the same as on Calvary's height 

Was offered to Him by a different rite ; 

For His blood was on Calvary really shed. 

But in a mystical way 'neath th' appearance of bread ; 

But though differing in manner and differing ia name, 

The Victim in both is exactly the same, 

The High Priest's the 4 same, He who reigns in the 

skies, 
While His place at the altar His vicar supplies, 
And uses the words, as is well understood, 
Of his Master who gave us His flesh and His blood. 
What a mystery great ! what a dogma sublime ! 
To be ever expressed or in prose or in rhyme. 
While such wonders I love to recite and rehearse, 
I hope 'tis no fault to repeat them in verse. 
The shape of the flower the bees never mind, 
Whose object is always the honey to find ; 
And so should the reader whether aged or young 
Seek the honey of truth, or recited or sung. 
And why has the Saviour such miracles wrought 
In favour of man who is pleasing in nought, 
A mere worm, a rebel, a creature so vile, 
Whom sin and iniquity ever defile ? 
*Tis goodness and mercy, and love without end 
Make Jesus the poor and the wretched befriend ; 
Make Him seek the lost sheep with the tenderest care, 
And back to the fold on His shoulders to bear. 
'Tis amazing this prodigal love for mankind 
So fallen and sinful, so feeble and blind ! 
Do the children of men deserve favours so great, 
While the angels that fell have been left to their fate % 
No Saviour they found, for the moment they fell, 
Found them buried in flames in the dungeons of hell ! 
Behold, on our altars our loving Lord dwells 
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To hear our petitions, while none He repels ; 

We can go in His presence each hour of the day,. 

He listens to all — hears what each has to say, 

And dispenses His graces to aid and sustain 

His disciples, His soldiers — to help us to gain 

A victory over our enemies strong 

Who assail us through life, be it short, be it long, 

And never give o'er till our very last breath, 

And hope even then to surprise us in death. 

How happy are we to have Jesus so near 

To support and to strengthen, to help and to cheer,. 

To come to the bedside of sickness and pain 

The sick and the dying to calm and sustain ! 

To beat off the foe and such grace to supply, 

As will fit the poor soul for its home in the sky. 

Shall not we for such love make an ample return ? 

And shall we not love during life's brief sojourn 

Our Viaticum, Victim, our God and our love 

Who has done more for man than for angels above ? 

Of the angels He 's King, supreme Ruler and Head,. 

But of man He's the daily, the life-giving Bread ! 

O infinite Love, O divine condescension, 

Thy love for poor man is beyond comprehension ; 

Again I repeat, aye, again and again 

Thy delights are to be with the children of men ; 

May they serve Thee for ever and never offend, 

And possess Thee hereafter in bliss without end. 



THE AGONY IN THE GARDEN 

'TlS well to go, and frequently, 
In deep and solemn thought, 

To where the Son of God had lived 
And suffered, died, and wrought 
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The work of our salvation, 

And see to comprehend 
His love divine ineffable 

And mercy without end. 

Then let us to Gethsemani 

And see the Son of Man, 
The night on which, before His death, 

His agony began ; 
And see what sorrow seizes Him, 

What agony profound, 
While blood is press'd from every pore 

In streamlets to the ground ! 

The words my Saviour utters 

Should make us hold our breath — 
" My soul is sad and sorrowful, 

Aye, even unto death ! " 
How great must be the anguish 

Within His loving breast, 
When the meek and patient Jesus 

His sadness thus express'd ? 

No, wonder, loving Jesus, 

Thou art with sorrow weigh'd, 
Since all the sins of Adam's race 

Are on Thy shoulders laid ! 
For thou hast undertaken 

To suffer and atone 
For all the sins of all mankind 

As if they were Thy own. 

Thou feelest their enormity, 

Their number and their weight, 
Their malice and malignity, 

And God's eternal hate. 
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The justice due, the punishment, 
Compel Thy soul to pray, 

" Let, my God, if 'tis Thy will, 
This chalice pass away" 

Thou seest all Thy sufferings 

Ere death shall close Thine eyes, 
The crowning and the scourging, 

And the cruel mockeries ; 
The garments of derision, 

The buffets and the blows, 
The desertion of Thy chosen ones, 

The malice of Thy foes ! 

But sadder to Thy loving heart 

Than all that then took place, 
The knowledge of the millions that 

Would still abuse Thy grace ; 
And that despite the sufferings 

Thou didst then undergo, 
Would die Thy lasting enemies, 

And sink to endless woe ! 

Grant, Lord, that I may never 

Thy precious grace abuse, 
And never by one act or thought, 

Thy love and friendship lose ; 
That I may serve Thee faithfully, 

And fervently adore, 
And when I end my pilgrimage, 

Possess Thee evermore. 
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GOD ALONE. 

In all we do and suffer, 

In all we think and plan, 
In all the acts of kindness 

We do our fellow man, 
Be this our hidden motive, 

As by our conduct shown, 
The spring of all our actions, 

To work for God alone. 

For God is our beginning, 

Our great and final end, 
Our Creator and Conserver, 

Our Father and our Friend ; 
He gave us all our faculties, 

And well may claim His own, 
For all the heart's affections 

Were made for God alone. 

'Twas not to serve the creature 

Our little hearts were made, 
To God alone who made them, 

Their homage should be paid ; 
In loving Him and serving 

Our happiness we find, 
All else is nought but vanity 

And weariness of mind. 

No happiness that creatures give 

Can satisfy the heart, 
Or give it true contentment, 

Or peace to it impart ; 
The heart was made to rest in God, 

Its Maker in the skies, 
And nothing else its wishes 

Or its yearning satisfies. 
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Then, O my soul, be wise in time, 

And do thy Maker's will, 
And from thy heart and cheerfully 

His holy law fulfil, 
And thou 'It receive a recompense — 

A kingdom and a throne, 
For having sought in all thy works 

But God and God alone. 



REFLECTIONS ON THE GIFT OF FAITH 
AND THE GRACE OF THE PRIESTHOOD. 

Thank, my soul, thy sovereign Lord 

For all the goodness shown, 
Throughout the boundless universe 

As seen to Thee and known ; 
And all the goodness infinite 

We fail to comprehend, 
His glory and magnificence, 

And greatness without end ! 
His goodness to my sinful self 

Whom He has deigned to bless, 
Is greater than the mind can reach, 

Or language can express. 

I nothing was some years ago, 

And nothing still might be, 
Like countless beings possible 

Who never life shall see, 
t While from the womb of nothing 

He called me to His light, 
With reason and with faculties 

To know and serve Him right ; 
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T' enjoy the endless beauties 

That meet our wondering eyes, 
As we survey the smiling earth, 

Or view the starry skies. 

But what are all the beauties 

Which mortal eyes behold, 
To poor benighted Pagans 

Without the Christian fold, 
Who never heard God's saving word, 

Or lisped His sacred name ? 
For though the light of reason 's left, 

Their lives are much the same, 
As if no light were left to them 

To guide and lead them on ; 
For reason's light is feeble, 

Till the Gospel light has shone. 

Then to be reared in heresy, 

Or on the lap of schism, 
Or reared outside the One True fold, 

In some dark creedless Ism, 
Were but a poor inheritance, 

Since faith divine we need 
To worship God and serve Him right, 

And merit glory's meed ; 
This life 's a poor enjoyment, 

If man should miss his end, 
And not, when life is over, 

To heaven's bliss ascend. 

How great should be my gratitude 

That I was haply born 
Within the bosom of the Church 

Which faith and grace adorn ? 
The Mother of the holy ones, 

Christ's pure and spotless Spouse, 
Who cleansed me at the sacred font, 

£nd there received my vows : 
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To fly the ways of wickedness, 
And faith divine to hold, 

To live and die a member 
Of the one true-saving fold. 

The gift of faith is greater 

Than all the goods of earth, 
Than honours, riches, titles, 

And nobility of birth : 
For what are all the honours 

That count from Pole to Pole, 
And the riches, and the titles, 

If the owner lose his soul ? 
To God how great my gratitude 

Should ever, ever be, 
Who gave me Christian parents 

Who taught the faith to me ? 

And then the sweet attractions 

That made His service light, 
The unction and the fervour, 

And the sweet and calm delight 
During visits of the Spirit, 

And communings ever sweet, 
At the time of meditation, 

And the grace of a Retreat ; 
And after sweet communions 

When my spirit could embrace 
The Body of my dearest Lord, 

The very fount of grace; 

And then the gift of knowledge— 

A splendid one and rare— 
When I was sent to college 

For the priesthood to prepare* 
And th* examples of my teachers* 

Those learned men of lord; 
So gifted and so humble* 

Like the famous saints of yore, 
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Are graces which I never 

In life's journey shall forget, 
For, of prayers and of blessings, 

I owe them all a debt 

But the graces of the priesthood 

Are too awful and sublime 
To be whispered, save in prayer, 

Or be treated of in rhyme. 
the power and the dignity ! 

And office of the priest ! 
Though often by this world vain 

He's treated as the least ; 
Of the earth the salt and savour, 

Of the world He's the light. 
Though a weakly thins: and humble, 

In this foolish world's sight. 

But see what God has made him, 

In his dealings with mankind, 
Who gave the awful power 

To priests to loose and bind ; 
To sit in God's tribunal, 

To judge the sinner's case, 
To give him absolution, 

Or to withhold the grace ! 
No angel got such power, 

It was reserved for man 
To be the Saviour's coadjutor 

In mercy's all-wise plan. 

the power of the priesthood 

(And in this its essence lies,) 
To ascend the holy altar, 

And to offer sacrifice, 
When He, arrayed in vestments, 

Before the altar stands, 
And Jesus Christ becomes again 

Incarnate in his hands ! 
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The same who died on Calvary 

By th' Aaronic rite, 
At Mass is offered up again, 

Though hidden from the sight. 

Should not the priest of God bow down 

At such a wondrous grace, 
And put the shoes from off his feet, 

And veil from sight his face, 
Lest men should in his face behold, 

Not glory's blinding glare, 
But any stain of sinful earth, 

Or imperfection there ? 
O Lord, have mercy on thy priests, 

And keep us in Thy fear, 
And give us all an upright heart, 

And grace to persevere. 

To edify Thy people all, 

And lead them up to Thee ; 
To break the sinner's galling chains, 

And set the captive free ; 
To banish far from every land 

All hatred, sin, and strife, 
To propagate devotion true, 

And break the Bread of Life 
To every poor and laden soul, 

Who'd faint along the way, 
That all may stand at thy right hand 

The great accounting day. 
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FORGET AND FORGIVE. 

Wherever we be we shall always have crosses, 
We'll meet evil doers wherever we live ; 

But let us remember 'mid trials and losses, 
The beautiful maxim " forget and forgive." 

Full many provoke us and often give trouble, 

They scarcely can help it such minds have they got, 

And if we revenge it, our trials we double, 
And as for correction they value it not. 

Then let us bear up under such provocation, 
'Tis useless and idle our spirits to grieve, 

Let us show our good sense and a wise moderation, 
Remembering the motto " forget and forgive." 

And even when persons offend us through malice, 
If we wish with our Lord in bright glory to live, 

Let us bear with our cross and partake of his chalice, 
And like our great model " forget and forgive." 

Let us also reflect if our own lives were sifted 
By charity's golden and heaven wrought sieve, 

We'd have cause to desist, though our hands were uplifted, 
And to think it were better " forget and forgive." 
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May God in His goodness give strength to our weakness. 
May never our anger the sunset outlive, 

But may we acquire a true spirit of meekness, 
And may we in earnest forget and forgive. 



^8 VERSES ON 



THE SEVEN SACRAMENTS. 

The Sacraments, the Sacraments, 

The work of love and power, 
That bring from heaven floods of grace 

In gentle stream and shower ; 
With graces supernatural 

The Church of God they flood, 
Applying to her children's souls 

Their Saviour's Precious Blood. 

Some cleanse the soul from mortal sins, 

And souls to life restore, 
While others give increase of life, 

And strengthen more and more : 
They also give a special aid, 

A sacramental grace, 
Peculiar to each sacrament, 

To help us in the race. 

How simple are the Sacraments 

In all that meets the eye, 
How great, sublime, and wonderful, 

The graces they supply ! 
Without them earth were barren, 

Producing little good, 
E'en though our Saviour died for u* 

And shed His Precious Blood. 

See Baptism the first of all, 

The gate of all the rest, 
Its matter simple, while its form 

Is easily express'd, 
Its ministers so near at hand, 

When needed to be given, 
Yet changes every child of wrath 

Into an heir of heaven. 
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The life of man's a warfare 

Unceasing day or night, 
And Holy Confirmation 

Prepares him for the fight: 
It makes lis valiant soldiers, 

Prepared to suffer loss 
For holy faith, as on we bear 

The Standard of the Cross. 

In the Sacrament of Penance, 

See how easy 'tis to win, 
If well disposed, the greatest boon, 

Forgiveness of one's sin : 
'Tis a plank left after shipwreck, 

'Tis a life-boat near at hand 
To every shipwrecked mariner, 

To bring him safe to land. 

Then see the Holy Eucharist, 

Whose greatness doth appall 
The greatest of the Sacraments, 

Sublimest of them all : 
In it our Lord himself becomes 

Our living daily bread, 
And gives Himself, the source of grace, 

The fountain spring and head. 

And Holy Orders gives the Church 

A priesthood great and good 
To offer up in sacrifice 

The* Saviour's flesh and blood ; 
To loose the sinners galling chains, 

To teach him and to save, 
To fortify his dying soul, 

A*d lay him in the grave. 

Matrimony doth together 

M$n and woman bind, 
Doth give them grace to bear the yoke 

With willing heart and mind; 
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To live in love and amity, 
Their children young to rear, 

To fill the vacant thrones above, 
And heaven's bliss to share. 

The last is Extreme Unction 

Which helps poor man to die, 
Which gives him help when needed most, 

And fits him for the sky. 
We may in all the Sacraments 

The work of mercy trace, 
And see in all a wonderful 

Economy of grace. 

Thrice happy all who prize them, 

Those treasures great and good, 
Unhappy who despise them, 

Or trample on the blood 
Of Jesus Christ who gave them, 

Our Saviour and our friend, 
To whom be praise and honour 

And glory without end. 



THE FEAST OF CORPUS CHRISTI. 

It is the Feast of Corpus Christi; 
The sun above the mountains misty 

Floods the earth with golden light ; 
All nature in her bridal dower 
Of leaf and blossom, rose and flower, 

Smiles in beauty wond'rous bright ! 

While nature blooms in beauty vernal, 
The Church of God, His spouse eternal, 
To honour her dear Lord to-day, 
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Brings forth her treasures, new and olden, 
Glittering gems and vestments golden, 

While million hearts their homage pay. 

The Church is thrilled with glad emotion, 
Her heart is filled with deep devotion 

Language never can define ; 
And all for Jesus Christ abiding 
With His spouse, His glory hiding 

'Neath the veils of bread and wine. 

In every land the world over, 

Where Christians kneel or angels hover 

Round a tabernacle door, 
Are contrite hearts, their sobs suppressing, 
And full of ardent love, expressing 

" I love Thee, Jesus, more and more." 

Beneath St. Peter's Dome, excelling 

All domes on earth, the grandest dwelling 

Ever to God's service raised, 
Is heard in tones of musifc thrilling, 
The " Wondrous Dome " with rapture filling, 

" Be Jesus honoured, loved, and praised." 

And churches grand in every nation 
Feel a thrill of exultation, 

And faithful hearts expand ; 
And anthems sweet, through aisles resounding, 
From loving hearts with gladness bounding, 

Are heard to-day in every land. 

From the Pope o'er all presiding 
To the child her blushes hiding 

In her dress of blue and white, 
Are all to-day, their Lord attending, 
In grand processions slowly wending 

Through kneeling crowds and banners bright. 

F 
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In every land with faith undying 
Are churches, towns, and cities, vying 

Which shall honour Jesus most, 
As with love, beyond expressing, ^ 
He stoops to give them all a blessing 

From the consecrated Host. 

Bells are ringing, organs pealing, 
Cannons booming, steeples reeling, 

With the sound of joyous bells; 
Rosy children flowers flinging, 
Countless voices sweetly singing, 

His praise who on our altars dwells. 

Through college squares and learning's bowers, 
Through convent grounds bestrewn with flowers, 

Bright processions move along ; 
And thousands kneel in adoration, 
Shedding tears of expiation 

For every outrage, sin, and wrong. 

Throughout the wide domain of Peter, 
Hearts are fuller, prayers sweeter, 

On this blessed festive day ; 
On countless faces joys are beaming, 
On many cheeks the tears are streaming, 

Washing stains and sins away. 

To me a creature, daily swerving 
From duty's path, and death deserving, 

Doth Jesus love and mercy show ; 
For me He quit His home of glory, 
And died a victim mangled — gory — 

To save me from eternal woe I 

Shall I not then, His love returning, 
Draw near the lights and incense burning 

Around His Sacramental throne ? 
And bowing down in adoration, 
Join my voice to all creation, 

And make my wants and wishes known 1 
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I love Thee, Lord, and shall for ever, 
And nought on earth again shall sever 

This heart from Thee or from Thy love, 
Until it shall, with Thee ascending 
And Thy elect, to joys unending, 

Adore Thee on Thy throne above. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

"A FAITHFUL FRIEND IS A STRONG DEFENCE : AND HE 

THAT HATH FOUND HIM HATH FOUND A 

TREASURE." — Eccl. vi. 14. 
» 

The greatest blessing one can have, 

Or heaven high can send 
To. man in this drear world, is 

A good and faithful friend. 

An enemy is poison black, 

Fomenting sin and strife ; 
A friend is, on the other hand, 

The " medicine of life." 

But many men I blush to tell, 
• A friendship oft profess 
When one is rich, but fall away 
When one is in distress. 

For some, I fear, in friendship seek 

Some mean and selfish end, 
Who don't deserve and should not claim 

The sacred name of friend. 

In choosing friends a man should seek 

The holy and the wise, 
As they will not in time of need 

Abandon or despise. 
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He '11 never be a faithful friend, 
Though gracious be his nod 

And sweet his smile, who still remains 
The enemy of God. 

'Tis charity, sweet charity, 
The daughter of the skies, 

The friendship of the human heart 
Exalts and purifies. 

This life without a faithful friend 
Were but a cheerless void, 

A gloomy desert dark and drear, 
And fit to be destroyed. 

Ah ! give me but one faithful friend 
Whose friendship knows no guile, 
Who 's constant, true, unchangeable, 

And all things seem to smile. 

• 

In days of gloom he is a light, 

In danger a defence, 
A bulwark by his good advice, 

His wisdom and his sense. 

A friend veers not with every wind 
Who has love's anchor cast ; 

The heavens may fall and others fail, 
He 's faithful to the last. 

Thank heaven friendship 's not a vain, 
A hollow, empty sound ; 

Men daily find true friendship still, 
And I myself have found. 
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ST. PATRICK'S WELL. 

If a spot on earth to my soul is dear, 
And many such spots claim love sincere, 
Some by sea and mountain side, 
Some 'mid dells and valleys wide, 
Some by woods and heathery wild, 
Where oft I roamed a pensive child ; 
The dearest spot by hill or dell, 
Is a verdant spot round Patrick's Well. 

Full oft by youthful fancy led, 

I sought that Well with its hallowed bed, 

And mused on all the objects round, 

And felt I stood on holy ground, 

Which — though by faithless feet profaned 

In latter days — my soul enchained ; 

For all around me wove a spell 

Which chained my heart to Patrick's Well. 

It lies at the base of a verdant hill, 
And over a vale more verdant still, 
Within a range of mountains bold 
That shelter it from the north winds cold, 
And near a gentle placid lake, 
Whose slumbers north winds seldom wake ; 
Perpetual spring would seem to dwell 
Around that lovely Holy Well. 

Right o'er it bend two aged trees 
Which seem to pray on bended knees, 
And near it stands an altar rude 
Which soldiers fierce, 'tis said, imbrued 
With blood of saints unjustly shed, 
When men to caves for refuge fled ; 
But who, except the dead, can tell 
The history of that Holy Well ? 
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« 

Ah ! could that Well a tale unfold, 
'Twould tell of wonders strange and old, 
It would tell of Druids old and grey, 
And early saints who came to prey 
On bended knees on the moss-robed sod, 
And looked through nature up to God, 
While grace in copious showers fell 
Upon their souls by that Holy Well. 

It could tell of the ruthless, savage Dane 
Who plundered many a sacred fane, 
Who in his ruthless savage rage 
" tt Burned many a volume of saint and sage ; 

It could tell of the vessels he bore away, 
Of the priests he slew as they knelt to pray, 
Of the monks transcribing learned tomes 
He slew in their cloistered tranquil homes. 

It could tell of Reformers brave and bold, 

Who hated the Church but loved its gold, 

Whose anti-papal zeal expands 

In view of the rich old abbey lands ! 

T' whom truth and error were all the same, 

If they could only clutch their game ; 

The game is theirs, but ah ! the cost, 

When faith, and grace, and heaven are lost I 

I love to stand by that Holy Well 
Which can of deeds heroic tell ; 
How faithful souls bore galling chains, 
And suffered torture, death, and pains, 
Or left for aye their native sod, 
And gave up all for love of God, 
Their lands, their homes, their kith and kin, 
A martyr's death and crown to win. 

No wonder I feel a holy spell 
Whenever I visit that Holy Well ; 
For here the self-same waters flow 
Which saints oft drank long, long ago ; 
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Here lie the self- same moss-grown stones 
That heard their deep repentant groans, 
Here flourishes still the triple leaf, 
Beloved of old by bard and chief. 

Aye, here it grows both fresh and gay, 
While bard and chief have passed away ; 
And here it shall grow and freshly bloom, 
When I shall sleep in the narrow tomb I 
And here shall flow the limpid stream, 
When none shall think of me or dream ; 
While all around looks fresh and gay, 
We mortals die and pass away. 

■ 

What matter if we but drink above 

Of wells of bliss and boundless love, 

Of the torrents that flow from God's bright throne 

Where nought is drunk but bliss alone ? 

Where death, or toil, or pain of mind 

Shall never, ah never, an entrance find ! 

Where joy supreme shall never cease, 

And all shall live in lasting peace. 



THE CORPORAL WORKS OF MERCY. 

The road to heaven is narrow still 

As in the days of old, 
We must the law of God fulfil, 
And show our faith by works until 
We die, or els6 we never will 

The face of God behold. 
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We must assist the poor in need, 

And freely give them alms ; 
If rich we should the hungry feed, 
And show our love by word and deed, 
And not a defraud " them as we read 
In holy David's Psalms. 

We're bound to cool the burning tongue 

Of fever and of pain, 
And not to hear our praises sung, 
But that one day the saints among, 
With mercy's trophies round us hung, 

We may in heaven reign. 

And if we clothe the naked frame, 
The poor and palsied limb, 
Although in us there's much to blame, 
Our alms shall light compunction's flame, 
And save us from eternal shame, 
And terrors dark and grim. 

To ransom captives we are bound, 
Who don't deserve a chain ; 
The love is but an empty sound 
Which does not in good acts abound, 
And is not strong and active found 
To soothe another's pain. 

To houseless pilgrims poor and bare 

We should a shelter give ; 
They're objects of their Maker's care, 
And should if we have ought to spare, 
Our shelter, alms, and bounty share, 
That we in heaven may live. 

We should consoling visits pay 

To those who suffer pain, 
And when arrives our dying day, 
And our poor souls shall fly away 
From this poor crumbling house of clay, 
How great shall be the gain ! 
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The dead themselves our care deserve 

To lay them in the grave ; 
And if we do those works observe, 
We never shall from duty swerve, 
But shall our Lord and Maker serve, 

And thus our souls shall save. 



THE SPIRITUAL WORKS OF MERCY. 

"BLESSED ARE THE MERCIFUL, FOR THEY SHALL 
OBTAIN MERCY." — Matt. V. 7. 

Bessed are the merciful, 

They labour not in vain ; 
And great shall be their recompense, 

For mercy they'll obtain. 

Blessed they who, full of zeal, 

For others toil and pray, 
And convert a single sinner 

From the error of his way. 

He who instructs the ignorant, 

A labour all divine, 
Shall in the court of heaven 

As a star for ever shine. 

Blessed they who comfort give 
When sorrows rush and sweep, 

And who with Christian charity 
Shall weep with those that weep. 

Blessed are the patient souls 

Who meekly, humbly bear, 
With all the faults of wicked ones, 

And wrongs inflicted share. 
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Blessed are the merciful 

Who injuries forgive; 
For they for all eternity, 

In glory bright shall live. 

Blessed they who always pray, 
And with forgiving mind, 

For all men, e'en their enemies 
Both cruel and unkind. 

The faithful who those various works 

Of mercy exercise, 
Are laying up rich treasures 

In their home beyond the skies. 



SCANDAL. 



"WOE BE TO HIM BY WHOM THE SCANDAL COMETH." 

— Matt, xviii. 7. 

Never give scandal, my brother, 

Never cause any creature to fall, 
Else a terrible judgment awaits you, 

When death on his errand shall call ; 
We all have enough to encounter, 

The kingdom of heaven to win, 
Without giving a help to the tempter, 

And leading poor souls into sin. 

Ah, great is the crime to be guilty 

Of murdering innocent souls ! 
It cries to high heaven for vengeance, 

And punishment hotter than coals 



DOCTRINAL AND DEVOTIONAL SUBJECTS. 91 

Shall fall on the servants of Satan, 

Who follow and fight on his side, 
Who envy the righteous and holy, 

And cannot their virtues abide. 

All, all, who give scandal are truly 

The foes of our Lord and His cross, 
They rob Him of souls He has purchased, 

And seem not to care for His loss ; 
They help to make Satan the victor, 

Since they help him the battle to gain, 
And never once think of their guerdon, 

An endless possession of pain. 

Ah, think what it cost the Redeemer < 

To ransom a soul and to save, 
By His sufferings, His death, and His sorrow, 

His triumphs o'er death and the grave ! 
But all who give scandal would rob Him 

Of the souls that have cost him such pain ; 
Would rob Him of all his bright trophies, 

As if He had suffered in vain. 

We know how our Lord hated scandal, 

The Gospel repeatedly shows ; 
Against all who do wickedly give it 

He utters His terrible woes ! 
That 'twere better they never were born, 

Or were drown'd in the depths of the sea, 
Than wilfully scandalize others, 

Like the wicked and proud Pharisee. 

And if it gives scandal, He tells us 

The eye that we love to pluck out, 
And cut off the hand that is strongest 

(And these are dear objects no doubt,) 
And that it is better without them 

To heaven's bright mansions to go, 
Than with them to go to the dwelling 

Of endless, ineffable, woe. 
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Ah, then give not scandal, I pray thee, 

By act, or omission, or aught, 
So that no ruined soul shall accuse thee 

When all to dread judgment are brought ; 
But live so that many shall bless thee, 

For the example thou gave and the light ; 
And that Jesus, the Judge, may invite thee 

To sit the last day on His right. 



" THOU ART • PETER ; AND UPON THIS ROCK I WILL 

BUILD MY CHURCH, AND THE GATES OF HELL SHALL 

NOT PREVAIL AGAINST IT." — Matt. xvi. 18. 

Christ built His Church upon a rock 
'Gainst which the waves may break, 

And tempests rage, but never can 
Its deep foundations shake : 

Though every element assail, 

The gates of hell shall not prevail. 

The Church of Christ has not been built 

On moving heaps of sand, 
No architect of finite skill 

Its faultless structure plann'd ; 
And hence it dreads no passing gale — 
The gates of hell shall not prevail. 

This city on the mountain top 

Its foes in vain attack, 
Its fortress is impregnable, 

The foe is beaten back ; 
Though oft she may some loss bewail — 
The gates of hell shall not prevail. 



DOCTRINAL AND DEVOTIONAL SUBJECTS. 93 

Its watch-towers against the sky 

All ages shall behold, 
The guards upon its ramparts strong 

Are vigilant and bold ; 
Its lofty walls no foe shall scale ; 
The gates of hell shall not prevail. 

This Tree whose branches shelter give 

To all the birds that fly, 
Shall ever flourish, grow and spread, 

Though sickly branches die ; 
New branches shoot when others fail ; 
The gates of hell shall not prevail. 

This gallant barque shall ride the waves, 

As once did Noah's ark, 
In spite of error's pirate crews 

Aid all their doings dark ; 
Though missives fall as thick as hail — 
The gates of hell shall not prevail. 

From Peter's Barque to multitudes 

The Saviour still doth preach ; 
'Tis Peter speaks; but 'tis the Lord 

That doth through Peter teach. 
Her faithful crew need never quail ; 
The gates of hell shall not prevail. 

The Church shall ever brightly shine, 

No foe its light can hide ; 
For with her giving aid divine, 

God's Spirit doth abide. 
While men shall tread earth's tearful w vale — 
The gates of hell shall not prevail. 

The Pastor of the One True Fold 

Shall ever vigil keep, 
He whom th' eternal Pastor told 

To feed His lambs and sheep ; 
Tho' wolves may howl and men may rail — 
The gates of hell shall not prevail. 
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Let those outside but calmly view, 

And wisely read the past, 
They must conclude from history's page, 

The Church of Christ shall last ; 
For history tells the self-same tale — 
The gates of hell shall not prevail. 

The Church is indestructible, 
Not made by human hands ; 

The word of Christ, her Lord, is pledged 
That she for ever stands. 

Hail, Spouse of Christ, hail, Mother, hail, 

'Gainst whom no error shall prevail. 



THE ANNUNCIATION. 

Since God to save the world had wilTd, 
He had decreed an Ark to build, . 
That Ark with every virtue fill'd — 

Is Mary. 

When heaven would have redemption wrought, 
And God a spotless creature sought, 
To whom were the glad tidings brought ? 

To Mary. 

Jehovah looked the world around, 
And one alone on earth He found, 
In whom all graces bright abound — 

In Mary. 

From highest heaven is Gabriel sent, 
To Nazareth his course he bent, 
To ask the virgin's free consent — 

To Mary. 
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On her consent salvation hung, 

On hers earth's daughters blest among, 

On hers whose praise be ever sung, 

Hail Mary. 

The archangel did the message bear 
To her who is all pure and fair, 
That she the Son of God should bear 

As Mother. 

And her the angel thus address'd, 
" Hail Mary, thou art ever bless'd, 
And full of grace beyond the rest, 

Hail Mary. 

The Eternal Word, O Virgin, chose 
That in thy womb He shall repose, 
To put an end to human woes, 

Hail Mary." 

But she replied, " I know not man, 
And say, good angel, whether can 
A Virgin aid redemption's plan 

Celestial 1 " 

" Yes; Mary, yes, in- heaven's decree, 
One virgin shall a Mother be, 
Both titles shall unite in thee, 

O Mary." 

" Since both, good angel, shall accord, 
Behold the handmaid of the Lord, 
And according to thy word, 

So be it." 

And, O ye heavens, stand amazed, 

To what a dignity is raised, 

A virgin troubled much when praised, 

And humble ! 
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O Mother of Emmanuel, 

Thy dignity no tongue can tell, 

Rejoicing heaven, confounding hell, 

Our Mother. 

Hail, holy Mary, full of grace, 
Our confidence in thee we place, 
Ah, turn not away thy face, 

Dear Mother. 

Above all creatures thou dost reign, 
Thou canst for us all grace obtain, 
To aid us in our warfare deign, 

Dear Mother. 

And intercede for us, we pray, 
Protect us, shield us, be our stay, 
While we with saints and angels say 

Hail Mary. 



PRATER TO ST. URSULA. 

Saint Ursula, virgin, 

By martyrdom crown'd, 
Guide and patron of virgins, 

For teaching renown'd, 
Shed the light of thy love 

On their labours below, 
As they train up the young 

In the way they should go, 
As thou thyself triumphed 

O'er barbarous Huns, 
Grant a triumph to all 

Thy dear Ursuline Nuns. 
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The Huns and the Saxons 

No longer invade, 
But folly and ignorance 

Ever live and degrade ; 
If we look through the world, 

The old and the new, 
We see what vain phantoms 

The millions pursue ; 
The good things of earth 

They pursue and they love, 
Forgetful of God, 

And His kingdom above. 

Aid thy daughters so faithful 

Who zealously toil 
To sow the good seed 

In a rich virgin soil ; 
In the hearts of young virgins 

So spotless and fair ; 
To cherish the wheat, 

And to pluck up the tare 
Till the rich fruit of virtue 

In season abound, 
And piety chaste 

Spreads its fragrance around. 

If they who teach others 

In knowledge divine, 
Shall for ever like stars 

In the firmament shine, 
What reward shall not God 

On His spouses bestow, 
Who devote all their lives 

To such teaching below ; 
Whp gave up life's joys, 

All that worldlings love, 
To train up young hearts 

For the kingdom above ? 

a 
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Bless their toil, holy Patron, 

Lest the birds of the air 
Should pluck up the seed 

They have nourished with care ; 
Lest thistles and briars, 

The sharp thorns of life, 
Should choke the good grain 

In the virgin or wife. 
Pray the Lord of the vineyard 

To bless the young vines, 
So lovingly cared 

By thy dear Ursulines. 



" BLESSED ARE THE CLEAN OF HEART, FOR 
THEY SHALL SEE GOR"— Matt. v. 8. 

Blessed are the chaste and pure, 

For they shall God behold, 
And reign above in peace secure, 

And drink of bliss untold. 



" Blessed are the clean of heart," 

Who all defilements shun, 
Who choose on earth the " better part," 

And after Jesus run, 



Who " feeds among the lilies " fair, 
Angelic souls and bright, 

The objects of his loving care 
So pleasing in his sight. 
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While with the chaste He loves to be 

Th' unchaste he doth repel ; 
Hence preachers call impurity 

The broadest road to hell ! 

By it the largest numbers go 

(By passion blindly led) 
To hell, the home of dismal woe, 

And endless torments dread. 

It blinds, it hardens, and degrades 

The heart that owns its sway ; 
Where'er it grows all virtue fades, 

And withers in decay. 

It is a sin that heaven hates, 

And punishes the most ; 
And seldom, too, dread vengeance waits 

For hell's infernal host. 

It brought the deluge on the earth, 

And lightning from on high 
Upon Gomorrha's sinful mirth, 

And Sodom's revelry. 

It daily draws down curses dire 

Upon this world of sin, 
Although unseen the hidden fire 

That wastes the soul within. 

Then save me, Lord, from passions base, 

From aught that can defile, 
And keep me by thy holy grace 

From malice, sin, and guile. 

That I may follow Thee above, 

Amid the virgin train, 
Who loved Thee with a holy love 

That knows no earthly stain. 
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" LET MY SOUL DIE THE DEATH OF THE JUST, AND LET 
MY LAST END BE LIKE THEIRS." — Numb, xxiii. 10* 

My body shall crumble to dust, 

I know not how soon I may die ; 
May my soul die the death of the just, 

And ascend to its home in the sky ; 
For what will all honours and riches, 

And the pleasures of earth here below, 
Avail the poor soul that at dying 

Is sent to ineffable woe ? 

« 

And who for his sins should not fear, 

Since no one can say he is free 
From sin, since the Scriptures make clear 

That no man, whoever he be, 
Can tell how he stands with his God, 

While he dwells in this mansion of clay, 
Till he reaches his blissful abode, 

And is certain no longer to stray 1 

A bad thought entertained — a desire — 

An act, or omission, if grave, 
May send a poor soul to that fire 

Where a respite from pain none shall have ; 
Then who for his sins should not grieve, 

And humbly petition for grace, 
To help him his loss to retrieve, 

And his steps, if he sinn'd, to retrace ? 

To-day we may blamelessly stand, 

And even with confidence soar, 
Yet a gale of temptation at hand 

May leave us as wrecks on a shore ! 
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But still in God's mercy 111 trust, 
And repeat amid dangers and snares, 

" Let my soul die the death of the just, 
And let my last end be like theirs." 

But the way to secure a good death 

Is to keep the commandments of God, 
To walk till our very last breath 

In the path which the righteous have trod 
And to pray every day lest a gust 

Of temptation may come unawares — 
€t May my soul die the death of the just, 

And may my last end be like theirs." 



4C 



PRIDE. 

GOD RESISTETH THE PROUD, AND GIVETH HIS GRACE 

TO the humble." — James iv. 6. 



What is that pride we sinful deem ? 
A love of self, a false esteem, 
Which what it owes to God denies 
And, self — poor creature — deifies ; 
And is, as shown in Holy Writ, 
The greatest sin that men commit. 
It strikes at God, the God of might — 
And would usurp his throne of light ; 
Would rob Him of His glory great, 
And would Himself annihilate. 
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And to exalt its guilty head 

Would reign supreme itself instead. 

It would to none allegiance own, 

And would the King of kings dethrone^ 

It drove the angels to rebel, 

And hurl'd them down to deepest hell 

With all its torments, tortures, woes, 

And made them God's eternal foes, 

Condemned to drink in floods of fire 

The cup of His avenging ire. 

This mother sin has given birth 

To all the ills that flood the earth. 

'Twas it that made our mother Eve 

The lying serpent's words believe, 

And made our parents wish to know 

Both good and evil here below. 

'Twas it, alas, that changed their state,. 

And drove them far from Eden's gate, 

And from primeval bliss within 

To drink the bitter dregs of sin, 

To wander, suffer, toil and mourn, 

And then to dust, through death, return. 

No soul that's tainted with its leaven 

Shall e'er enjoy the bliss of heaven. 

From pride doth all perdition spring, 

O'er all the proud the devil's king ; 

And he, proud fiend, shall claim his own,. 

And they shall doubless share his throne. 

Pride in its essence is a lie, 

And claims what justice must deny ; 

For what can any creature show 

In heaven above, on earth below, 

As his which he can rightly claim, 

Since every good from heaven came ? 

One thing there is, and one alone, 

Which man may claim to be his own, 

And that is sin — a thing of shame 

And foul disgrace — which he may claim. 
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With Paul I ask, and ask aloud, 
Ah, why are dust and ashes proud ? 
And why are short-lived creatures vain 
Who in themselvesdeath's seed contain? 
And who, though rich and great to-day, 
May on to-morrow pass away t 
The spirit fled upon the wind, 
And leaving nought but dust behind, 
The body lately proud and gay 
Of moths and maggots now the prey ? 
Then why are dust and ashes proud, 
In sight of coffin, pall and shroud ? 
God loves the humble, but He hates 
The proud man and abominates 
His works, however good they seem, 
However mortals may esteem. 
The humble man shall God exalt; 
The proud with fire and brimstone salt 
In that dread pool of endless woe, 
To which the proud and vain shall go. 
The proud petition He shall spurn, 
And to the humble sweetly turn, 
And shall His choicest grace impart 
To every humble contrite heart. 
Then let me humbly live and pray, 
And humbly die and pass away. 



THE MARKS OF THE CHURCH. 

To seek and find the Church of Christ 
Should all men's thoughts employ, 

Who wish to reign with God above 
In endless peace and joy ; 

Though churches, sects and creeds abound, 

In One alone Salvation's found, 
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The search is never made in vain 
Unless ourselves we blind ; 

Who searches with sincerity 
Is ever sure to find ; 

Sincere inquirers young and old 

May know and find the One true fold. 



God wills that all men should be saved, 

And in one Church alone ; 
And how can man that true one find 

If Marks don't make it known ? 
And hence our loving Lord and kind 
Enables all His Church to find. 



Christ gave us Marks that always show 

Her origin divine, 
And make her clear to all that seek 

As yonder stars that shine, 
If men would only raise their eyes, 
And ask the help that grace supplies. 



He gave us Notes whereby to know 
His Church in every age ; 

Th* inquirer may behold them all 
In inspiration's page, 

So plain that all who view may read, 

And in their earnest search succeed. 



Christ came on earth to save mankind 

In every age and clime, 
And gave a Church infallible, 

A ministry sublime 
To teach His law, His words expound, 
And feed His flock with doctrine sound. 
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The Church is ever visible 

To every passer by, 
A city on a mountain top, 

And clear to every eye ; 
That Church not made by human hands 
Above the hills sublimely stands. 



That Church shall never for a day 

Or moment disappear ; 
Inquirers may each day behold 

Its outlines bold and clear ; 
May see its light above the hills, 
A light that e'er with gladness fills. 



The Church of Christ 's Infallible— 

In teaching cannot fail ; 
The words of Christ are ever true, 

The " Gates " shall not prevail ; 
God's Spirit shall her councils guide, 
And Christ Himself with her abide. 



'Tis One in Faith and regimen, 
It owns One Shepherd bold 

Whom Christ commissioned to defend 
And feed His purchased fold : 

He built to shield that one true flock 

His Church (not churches) on a Rock. 



Although we see unnumbered crafts, 
Called churches, on the seas, 

'Tis only One shall ever brave 
" The battle and the breeze ; " 

None save St. Peter's Barque divine 

Securely rides the foamy brine. 
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All others may a while unfurl 
Their new and gaudy sails, 

But cannot shun the hidden rocks, 
Nor long resist the gales ; 

The port of rest they cannot near, 

And soon or late shall disappear. 



The Church of Christ, His perfect one, 

Must holiness display, 
Must lead the flock of Jesus Christ 

Along the narrow way ; 
And must, preserved from worldly taints, 
Show forth His teaching in her saints. 



Must show her holy teachings can 
The human passions tame, 

Reform mankind, and light within 
Devotion's ardent flame ; 

And lead men's souls to crucify 

The sinful flesh and upwards fly. 



The Church of Christ is Catholic, 

Exists at every time, 
And must be found in every age, 

In- every land and clime ; 
Must teach all doctrines she received 
From Him in whom we have believed. 



The Church that claims to be the True 

Must show she is the same 
On which the Holy Ohost came down 

In ardent tongues of flame ; 
If not, her claims must be denied 
As one that sprang from human pride. 
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What Church existing has those marks 

I need not now declare ; 
But may I prize the gift of Faith 

Beyond all jewels rare ; 
The gift of Faith is more to me 
Than all earth's wealth from sea to sea. 

May all the children of the earth, 

Who grope in darkness blind, 
This priceless treasure, gracious Lord, 

In grace and mercy find ; 
May find amid the billows dark 
Their safety in St. Peter's barque. 

That barque alone shall waft them o'er 

The stormy billows deep, 
And land them on the happy shore 

Where none shall ever weep ; 
But all shall drink in love's abyss 
Of joy serene and endless bliss. 



< PRAISE YE THE LORD IN HIS SAINTS."— 

Psal. cl. 

Praise ye the Lord in His saints, one and all, 

In Mary and Joseph, in Peter and Paul, 

In th' apostles and martyrs, and virgins renown'd, 

Who reign with the Lamb, and with glory are crown'd. 

Dear Erin, my country, so faithful the while, 
Praise the Lord in the saints of Thy Emerald Isle ; 
In Patrick, and Bridget, and famed Columbkille, 
The fame of whose sanctity flourishes still. 
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In Patrick, blest captive, who broke thy fell chains, 
And planted the Cross on Thy hills and Thy plains, 
And extinguished for ever idolatry's fires, 
And lighted the faith in the land of my sires. 

In Bridget, bright virgin, our holy St. Bride, 
Thy flower, dear Erin, thy boast and thy pride, 
Who transfused her own spirit no ages can waste 
Into all thy pure daughters, so faithful and chaste. 

Praise the Lord in thy saints, who Christ's banner un- 

furl'd, 
Bore thy faith and thy fame to the ends of the world, 
And made Thee a light to the nations around, 
Dispelling their mists and their darkness profound. 

In Thy dove-like St. Columb, the Abbot of Hy, 
Who lighted Faith's torch 'neath the northern sky ; 
In the great Columbanus, the zealous St. Gall, 
St. Killian, St. Virgil — thy missioners all. 

Praise the Lord in the saints who at home in thy Isle 
Made thee as the garden of sanctity smile ; 
A school to which Europe in pilgrimage came 
To drink of thy lore and be warmed at thy flame. 

Praise the Lord in thy martyrs whom prisons or chains, 
Nor exile, nor death at the hands of the Danes, 
Or the Saxons could e'er for a moment once shake 
In the faith of the Saviour who died for their sake. 

Praise the Lord in thy holy Religious who toil 

In the vineyard at present enriching thy soil 

With their toils and their labours, in heat and in cold, 

And who keep thee still faithful and chaste as of old. 
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No spot in the Church— in Christ's vineyard so wide- 
No gem in the crown of Christ's heavenly bride, 
Can compare, my dear Erin, one moment with thee, 
Fairest child of the Church, and her Ovshla Machree. 

Hence the tongue that reviles thee, the hand that would 

stain, 
Deserve but the brand of the impious Cain ; 
For great is the guilt of the renegade vile 
Who would sully the fame of the Emerald Isle. 

May thy faith ever flourish, thy purity shine, 
Thou fairest of flowers, thou flourishing vine ; 
May the light of thy virtues, dear land of my birth, 
Ever shine to illumine and gladden the earth. 



AN EXHORTATION TO CHILDREN. 

Docile children, good and nice, 
Take, I pray, a friend's advice ; 
From childhood learn to be wise, 
And love your God above the skies, 
Who made the world and all therein, 
And made dark hell to punish sin, 
And made your souls to share His love, 
And reign with Him in bliss above. 

Adore your God, and love, and pray, 
And sing His mercies every day. 

When in the morn you ope your eyes,, 
First think of God and quickly rise ; 
And when you kneel and bless your face,. 
Adore and beg His holy grace 
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To keep your souls from sin and guile, 
And every thing that can defile, 
To guard your feet with loving care 
From every sin and every snare. 



Throughout the day, dear children, pray, 

Or else from grace you'll fall away ; 

Aye, pray both morning, noon, and night, 

Always pray and pray aright. 

Pray with humble holy fear, 

With fervent heart and soul sincere. 

Examine when the day shall end 

If you in aught did God offend ; 

And ere at night you go to rest, 

Your daily faults and sins detest. 



Never curse and never swear ; 

Of idle thoughts and words beware. 



Let no Sunday ever pass 
Without devoutly hearing Mass, 
Unless you're sick, or causes grave 
From grievous sins and scandals sava 
Go to sermons and take heed 
A pious book at home to read, 
And learn every sin to fly, 
And thus the Sunday sanctify. 



Love your parents and obey, 
And due respect and honour pay. 
Never vex them, never grieve, 
And many blessings you'll receive — 
Your parents' love, your neighbours' praise, 
And from the Lord a length of days. 
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Let never anger seize your soul, 
Or make you lose your self-control. 
Learn ever to be meek ; 
An angry word, ah, never speak ; 
And never scold, and never strike, 
And keep from those who do the like. 

Lose your lives a thousand times, 
Ere you approve of dreadful crimes, 
Lest you should come yo.ur souls to stain 
With human blood like guilty Cain ; 
And make a brother's blood arise 
To draw down vengeance from the skies, 
And hurl you down to deepest hell, 
With demons foul in flames to dwell ! 

Be ever filled with holy shame, 

And fly those sins that none should name ; 

Fly all those who name or teach 

Immodest acts, immodest speech. 

Beg of God to keep you chaste, 

Arid fly the danger, fly in haste ; 

For those who don't the danger shun 

Will quickly fall and be undone. 

From idle fancies guard the will, 

And guard the tongue from speaking ill ; 

Guard the ear and guard the eye, 

And all your senses mortify. 

Do not rob, and do not steal, 
And do not stolen goods conceal ; 
Do not take and do not keep 
What may hereafter make you weep, 
And make you suffer endless paiu 
For your unjust ill-gotten gain. 

Always be a truthful child, 

And keep your conscience undefil'd. 

If you 're called to testify, 

Tell the truth and never lie ; 
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For a lie is always base, 

And brings a blush upon the foce. 

'Twill leave a blot upon your name, 

And fill your soul with burning shame. 

Speak then the troth without disguise, 

It is manly, it is wise, 

It is noble, it is high, 

And not degrading like a lie. 

Do not lie though good the end, 
Do not lie to save a friend, 
Nor grievous losses to avoid, 
E'en though the earth were all destroy 'd ;. 
For no good end can justify - 
• The very smallest venial lie, 
While grievous liars all shall go 
Unto a hell of endless woe. 

When the week or month begins 
Make confession of your sins. 
Confession is a healing balm 
The wounded soul to heal and calm, 
To give you strength to face the foe, 
Defeat his arts and lay him low ; 
And if his dire assaults you dread, 
Receive, and oft, the Living Bread ; 
The Bread of Life your Saviour gave 
The night before He died to save 
The human race, to save us all, 
And to atone for Adam's fall. 

Be ever patient, humble, meek, 
In all your works God's glory seek. 
Bear every cross with patient mind, 
Be to the will of God resign 'd ; 
And when you come at length to die, 
You will, good child, to heaven fly, 
And reign with God in bliss above, 
To whom on earth you gave your love.. 
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"BY TRANSGRESSION' OF THE LAW THOU 
DISHONOVREST GOD."— Rom. ii. 23. 

Lord, Thou art daily dishonoured, 
Thy law is each moment transgress'd, 

Alas, from the work of transgression, 
There 's never a Sabbath of rest ! 

Of sin there is never cessation 
One moment of day or of night, 

And sinners ne'er seem to reflect on 
The shortness of sinful delight. 

If we look to the lives of the millions, 

Be they children, or husband and wife, 
'Twould seem that the work of salvation 

Is nought of the business of life. 
We all have some idol attractive 

That leads by enchanting astray, 
Till few, very few, are found treading 

The safe and secure narrow wav. 

1 do not here speak of the millions 
Who, sunk in the darkness of night, 

Never heard the sweet words of salvation, 
Never drank of the Gospel's pure light ; 

But of those who make open profession 
Of the doctrine of Christ, and profess 

To follow their Lord to that kingdom 
Which none but the just shall possess. 

How idle, how vain is profession 

If it don't with our actions accord ? 
What availeth the name of a Christian 

Who keeps not the law of the Lord ? 
Who follows the standard of Satan, 

And the Gospel in practice denies, 
And who, or by act or omission, 

His creed and profession belies. 

H 
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Have mercy, O Lord, on all sinners 

Whom the love of the world enslaves, 
And stretch out a hand to assist us 

Ere we sink in its soul-wrecking waves. 
If left to ourselves we shall never 

Arrive at the thrice happy shore, 
Where nought that is evil shall enter, 

And sorrow is heard of no more. 



TO LABOUR IS TO PRAY. 

Some pious souls are troubled much 

And oftentimes distress'd, 
They have so many duties hard, 

So little time to rest ; 
So little time to give to God, 

Throughout the live-long day ; 
But pious souls should not forget — 

To labour is to pray. 

While Adam walked in Paradise, 

He had no need to toil 
To make earth's fruit luxuriant, 

Or to enrich the soil ; 
But soon as sin had cursed the earth 

Such blessings passed away, 
And man is doomed in every land, 

To toil as best he may. 

Since Adam's fall he 's doomed, alas, 
To toil with aching brow, 

And to reclaim the stubborn soil 
With harrow, spade and plough. 
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One comfort yet remains for him 

To cheer him on his way, 
If he but toil with willing mind — 

To labour is to pray. 

By labour he can worship God, 

When God to labour calls, 
As well as if he spent the day 

Within cathedral walls. 
If man but do God's holy will, 

He cannot go astray, 
His daily task if he fulfil — 

To labour is to pray. 

Let him at rising offer up 

The actions of the day, 
And if he 's called to labour hard, 

With cheerfulness obey ; 
Let him but seek his God to please, 

And love Him come what may, 
He '11 find, as saints have pointed out, 

To labour is to pray. 



THE TEAR OF REPENTANCE. 

The tear of repentance that flows down the cheek, 

Though unseen and unnoticed in silence it rolls, 
Which springs from a heart humble, contrite and meek, 

Is the wealth and the comfort of desolate souls. 
No gem in the ocean, no wealth in earth's mines, 

In value can equal the soul-cleansing tear 
Which cleanses the soul till its brightness outshines 

The most beautiful star that shines out from yon 
sphere. 
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A soul in its beauty, adorned with grace, 

Doth all beauty we know, or we dream of, excel ; 
But one mortal sin shall its beauty efface, 

And leave it as black as the prison of hell ; 
And make it so ugly that could we behold, 

We 'd die in an instant of horror and fright ; 
That soul which before was as burnished as gold, 

And the face of an angel as lovely and bright. 

A soul that has bartered its birthright by sin, 

Has lost every title to reign in the skies ; 
Has barr'd heaven's gate and can never get in, 

While a slave at the feet of the demon it lies, 
To be dragged down at death to the prison below, 

To be chained in a furnace and salted with fire, 
To suffer the tortures of limitless woe, 

And drink of the wine cup of heaven's dread ire ! 

But the tear of repentance restores what was lost — 

The birthright, the beauty, the riches of yore ; 
How wondrous the gain and how trifling the cost — 

A tear from a heart that is grieved to the core ! 
A heart that is hopeful, though humbled to dust, 

And sees in itself all that 's sinful and base, 
Yet in Jesus the Saviour reposes its trust, 

And asks to be healed by a touch of His grace. 

Since all men have sinn'd and God's glory we need, 

And know not if grace has our losses restor'd, 
Ought we not every day with humility plead 

For that grace which the Publican humbly implor'd ? 
Every morn when we wake, every night when we rest, 

Forgiveness of sin let us humbly implore, 
And let us resolve while there is life in our breast, 

To love God as we ought and offend Him no more. 
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THE POPE. 

Who is the Church's Head 1 

The Pope. 

Whom do the wicked dread ? 

The Pope. 

Who can God's truth define ? 

Who guards the sacred vine ? 

Who rules by right divine ! 

The Pope. 

Who sits on Peter's throne ? 

The Pope. 
Sublimely and alone X 

ThePope ; 
Who is the Church's rock ? 
Who feeds Christ's faithful flock ? 
Who doth heaven's gate unlock ? 

The Pope. 

Who rules from sea to sea t 

The Pope. 

Who bids the slave be free ? 

The Pope. 

Who can loose and bind ? 

Who teaches all mankind ? 

And heals the lame and blind ? 

The Pope. 

Who shows the narrow way ? 

The Pope. 
Who cannot lead astray ? 

The Pope. 
Who is the pastor bold 
Who guards the faithful fold 
From errors new and old ? 

The Pope. 
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Whom doth the world assail s 

The Pope. 
In faith who cannot fail * 

The Pope. 
Who guides St. Peter's barque 
'Mid stormy billows dark 
Secure as Noah's Ark ? 

The Pope. 

Whom then should all obey ? 

The Pope. 
And whom should none gainsay ? 

The Pope. 
Who is it all should hear, 
And piously revere, 
And love with heart sincere ? 

The Pope. 



A CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

Air — " SNOW AND RAIN HAVE VANISHED. 

Satan's reign is ended, 

Gladness fills the earth, 
The Just One has descended, 

Angels hymn His birth ; 
Shepherds kneel before Him 

And on their Saviour gaze : 
Let us all adore Him, 

And swell their song of praise 

The Sun of Justice risen 

Earth's darkness shall dispel, 

Its light shall cheer the prison 
Where captive spirits dwell : 
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Angels kneel before Him, 

And joyous anthems raise ; 
O let us all adore Him, 

And swell their song of praise. 

Our King comes not in power, 

But humble, lowly, meek ; 
Nor wealth nor royal dower 

His Majesty bespeak ; 
Yet angels kneel before Him 

And joyous anthems raise ; 
O let us all adore Him, 

And swell their song of pra'ise. 

With more than love maternal 

A Virgin undeflled 
Adores her King eternal, 

Her Saviour and her Child ; 
And angels kneel beforfe Him, 

And joyous anthems raise ; 
let us all adore Him, 

And swell their song of praise. ' 

May He, the King of heaven, 

Our souls with grace adorn, 
Remove all earthly leaven, 

And in our souls be born : 
The Magi kneel before Him, 

And royal presents bring : 
Let us with them adore Him — 

Creation's Infant King. 
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PROFESSOR TYNDALL & MATERIALISM. 

A Philosophic Epistle addressed to a Friend. 

October, 1874, 

Dear Friend, — 
Great Tyndall has spoken, a voice has gone forth 
From the Athens of Ulster, the queen of the North ; 
That wonderful trumpet just heard in Belfast, 
Blows to atoms, they tell us, the creeds of the past. 
The great Self-existing, whom Christians adore, 
Must be worshipped no longer — be heard of no more ! 
For Tyndall has said it — Great Tyndall the wise — 
There is nothing but Matter in earth, air, and skies ! 
No God in creation — no spirit in man, 
The world had no maker to fashion or plan ; 
The heavens, whose order and beauty entrance, 
Owe their being and order to nothing but chance ; 
To atoms impelled by some chance to combine, 
Without law, or law-giver, or maker divine 
The " coeli enarrant, the gloriam Dei" 
Of the Psalmist are nought but an old-fashioned lie ! 
Yes, such is the teaching of Tyndall and Co., 
Whose wisdom, I fear, must have come from below, 
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Since the folly and pride of those arrogant men 
Would fain make the earth turn pagan again ; 
Would unchain every vice, every passion release, 
And drive from the world all order and peace — 
All justice, obedience, and patience serene, 
And charity, too, of all virtues the queen ; 
And, banishing thus every virtue and right, 
Would lead us to darkness and still call it light ! 

And now let me tell you, though humble my muse, 
Why to follow such guides I, for one, shall refuse, 
While I leave to the reader to judge and decide 
Whether reason and numbers are not on my side. 
All nations, since mankind first peopled the earth, 
(Tho* poets to fabulous beings gave birth), 
Have believed in some Spirit whose wisdom and might 
Created the universe — beauteous and bright ; 
The land and the sea and the beautiful sky, 
The sun and the moon, and those stars we descry, 
And the millions of creatures that people the earth, 
Whether short their existence or hidden their birth ; 
That this Being Eternal, this great Primal Cause, 
Gave to beings created existence and laws, 
So wise in their working, that he who arraigns 
The existence of God, is a fool for his pains. 
The proof of this truth is convincing and clear 
To all who reflect on yon bright starry sphere ; 
And if reason should say that no proof is there had, 
It is reason disordered, or reason run mad. 
Wherever we look we see marks of design 
That show forth an Architect great and divine ; — 
In the heavens above, where such harmony dwells, 
And each planet and star of a Law -giver tells, 
Whose laws all those millions of worlds obey, 
As none is e'er seen from its pathway to stray. 
Could those luminous orbs in such order advance, 
Undimmed, undecayed, if their ruler were chance ? 
Ah ! silly the soul, and perverted the brain, 
That could such a notion absurd entertain ! 
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Again, is it chance in our world below, 

That causes the ocean to ebb and to flow ? 

Wasit chance made the Seasons which Thomson has sung 

In numbers so sweet, and in Tyndall's own tongue ? 

A God is the lesson sublime which they teach ! 

And infinite wisdom the Gospel they preach. 

If we look through creation's thrice wonderful scale, 

We'll find the same order throughout to prevail. 

In the fish, in the fowl, in the reptile — the beast, 

In the monster, the insect, the greatest and least, 

In man, the sublimest and lord of them all, 

Who subjects to his reason the great and the small ; 

We see how each creature fulfils its own end, 

And how creatures on creatures are made to depend ; 

We see in the tree, in the plant, in the flower, 

A proof of design and of wisdom and power — 

From the cedar sublime to the flowering grass, 

Whose beauties are read by the aid of a glass : 

In the seas and the mountains, the rivers and rills, 

And the dews that descend on our daisy clad hills, 

In all things around, let us look where we will, 

We read infinite power and infinite skill. 

These truths has pure reason brought up from her mine, 

Witness Plato the pagan, surnamed the divine. 

Had the earth been in darkness awaiting the morn 

Till Tyndall and Huxley and Spenser were born ? 

Did reason ne'er shine or illumine the world, 

Till those impudent sophists her banner unfurl'd, 

Who now in their folly are making such clatter, 

And striving, but vainly, to deify matter ! 

Or rather to banish the notion of God, 

And to teach that man's soul is no more than a clod ! 

Ignoring the whole moral nature of man, 

And placing his hopes and himself under ban ! 

I fear it is idle the man to refute 

Who looks on himself as a two-legged brute — 

An organized mass without conscience or soul, 

Who ends, when he dies, like the ox or the foal ! 
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Was reason unknown to the pagans of old ? 

To the Jews did no science her treasures unfold ? 

Was Solomon nothing with all his renown 

But an ignorant, stupid, unreasoning clown ? 

And what of these lights since the Saviour's birth — 

The lights of the world, the salt of the earth ? 

On the life of our Lord I don't presently dwell, 

Though one ray from His cross can all darkness dispel. 

I speak now of Christians as reasoning men, 

Compared with our sophists, so bold at the pen, 

Who hope by the breath of their infidel lips 

To blow out our reason or cause its eclipse. 

Then what of our Catholic Doctors of fame, 

Whose reason shone forth with so brilliant a flame ? 

The Gregories, Leos, Augustines renowned, 

Who did greater giants than Tyndall confound, 

And whose learning and sanctity greatly outweigh 

Our noisy philosophers, lights of a day, 

Who shoot like a rocket, to blaze and to burn, 

And after a moment to darkness return, • 

While the saint and philosopher, fixed as a star 

In the Church's bright firmament, shines from afar. 

And what of the schoolmen, so subtle and deep, 

In Aquinas and Scotus was reason asleep ? 

Or if we should pass from the Doctors of Kome, 

And come for examples and lights nearer home — 

Did not Bacon and Newton deep nature explore, 

Yet worshipped its Author, whom Christians adore ? 

Whom also the greatest of poets and best, 

As Dante and Tasso and Milton confest. 

Hence, if earth's greatest thinkers and masters of song 

Can add weight to an argument, Tyndall is wrong. 

Ask reasoning man, when he reasons aright, 
And follows unprejudiced reason's own light, 
How Matter, which Tyndall seems thus to exalt, 
Came first to exist : and his reason 's at fault. 
He may reason on matter, its laws ascertain, 
And facts and phenomena clearly explain ; 
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When he labours to find how it came to exist, 

He gropes 'mid the darkness of infinite mist*; 

No plummet of reason unaided can sound 

The infinite depths of that ocean profound ; 

The gulf between nothing and the tiniest midge 

Is too much, I presume, for man's reason to bridge 

If there were not an infinite power to give 

To nothing existence, and cause it to live. # 

The essence of matter created to show, 

Is farther, I ween, than his reason can go ; 

Its qualities he may perceive and no more, 

But what underlies them he cannot explore ; 

The smallest divisible atom is such, • 

As to baffle the senses of seeing and touch ; 

To tell what is matter, he therefore, may find 

As hard in the end, as to tell what is mind. 

If on matter my senses their evidence give, 

My consciousness tells me I think and I live, 

And have in my body a rational soul, 

As distinct from dull matter as Pole is from Pole. 

Ere Tyndall shall dare a Creator deny 

Let him make out of nothing a gnat or a fly : 

Ere the Giver of Life he shall dare to ignore, 

Let him raise up the dead and their action restore, 

Or give as a proof — if a proof can be brought — 

What tissues of flesh can engender a thought. 

Since thought is all simple and flesh is compound, 

Will he show how the one in the other is found ? 

As well might he think by his knife to divide 

A thought in the middle, 'tween right and left side. 

I defy all the Tyndalls now living to tell 

How thought in a substance material could dwell ; 

That is if no spirit within us there be, 

Which is one, indivisible, active and free. 

It is as repugnant, great thinkers declare, 

As to have the same figure both circle and square. 

Or let him and Darwin the mighty gulf span 

That lies — and will lie — 'tween the monkey and man. 
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And here, ere my theme I shall further pursue, 

Let me ask this same Darwin a question or two. 

Our Darwin I own, is too bold for a flunkey, 

Since he holds that all mankind have come from the 

monkey. 
Will he tell us how long till his monkeys shall speak, 
And become great proficients in Latin and Greek ? 
Or, led by what theorists now call " emotion," 
Shall assemble in churches and practise devotion ? 
Or lecture on science and write for the press ? 
If he do, he 's a prophet I freely confess. 
Until, then, notwithstanding his theories bold, 
We may leave his progenitor " out in the cold." 
O folly of Darwin, ignoble and base, 
Who would thus both degrade and dishonour our race I 
When reason falls down such a terrible steep, 
'Tis enough to make even the angels to weep. 
If the claims of proud science they would greatly 

advance, 
Why not make it skilful and potent as chance ? 
(I know that true science has come from on high, 
And ever speaks truth, 't is the false that doth lie). 
Can science give life to inanimate things ? 
To the lily its tints, to the beetle its wings ? 
And why give to chance, if their words do not lie, 
What to science so lauded they 're forced to deny ? 
Away with deductions and guesses so blind, 
They 're not the sound growth of a reasoning mind. 
The science whose praises they ask us to lisp, 
Is nothing indead but a Will-o' -the- Wisp, 
When it travels beyond its own province, and tries 
To dethrone the Almighty, All-holy, All- wise ; . 
And so has it been from Democritus down, 
With all who have sought an unhappy renown, 
By assailing by fallacies skilfully wrought, 
The existence of God and the truths which He taught ; 
But they labour in vain, though some mischief is done, 
For these truths shall shineout brightand clear as the sun, 
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When they and their works shall be heard of no more, 
Or be shunned like some rocks that lie hid near the 

shore, 
A terror to seamen when darkness prevails, 
And the vessel is tossed without rudder or sails. 

But though we may the logic of Tyndall despise, 
To the moral effects we must not shut our eyes, * 
For all must perceive what dread evils must flow 
From the infidel teaching of Tyndall and Co. 
By teaching that man has no free-will, no soul, 
Is unable his passions to tame or control- 
An Automaton only, whose will, it would seem, 
Is something akin to the power of steam — 
Is a doctrine so vile that I shudder to think 
That any poor soul of its poison should drink ; 
But if many should drink of this liquor of hell, 
Who could longer in peace or security dwell ? 
Would not order and justice and law disappear, 
And horror inhabit our beautiful sphere ? 
Who could ever fear guilt, if no future there be, 
And who shall dare punish if man is not free ? 
And why punish man, tho' the earth he destroyed, 
If the act, or the evil, he could not avoid ? 
If you preach to mankind there 's no heaven nor hell, 
Will they cease to do evil or care to do well ? 
And will they not rather repeat the old cry, 
" Eat, drink, and be merry, to-morrow we die ? " 
Does not reason then tell us how sad is the fate 
Of those who seek wisdom from Tyndall the great * 
The learned may praise him if they should think fit, 
All I say of his teaching 's anathema sit 
You and I at the logic of Tyndall may laugh, 
For his subtle deductions are worthless as chaff, 
Since he cannot infer from the starry expanse 
A Maker superior to Matter or Chance. 
What rustic untutored — what labouring swain 
Ever thought that blind chance made a watch or a 

chain, 
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Or built a fine castle, or even a sty, 

Much less plann'd and built both the earth and the sky, 

With suns to illumine and stars to adorn ? 

If swain evers said so we 'd laugh him to scorn ; 

And if the learned of reason and logic make sport, 

Can they blame if they 're reasoned or laughed out of 

court ? 
If true logic of Tyndall makes little account, 
Pray how will it be when it sits on the Mount, 
And listens to Him, who created the skies, 
Who is infinite holy and infinite wise 
(And who by his shadow, his touch or his breath, 
Has shown Himself Master of life and of death), 
And becomes more illumined by light from above, 
And basks in the sunshine of infinite love ? 
Ah ! then, will man's reason security feel, 
When God doth Himself and His judgments reveal, 
Resolving those mysteries — hidden no doubt — 
Which reason unaided could never find out. 

Thank heaven, dear friend, it is our happy lot 
To belong to that Church without wrinkle or spot, 
Against which human error can never prevail, 
No matter what Tyndalls or Huxleys assail. 
The sea may be stormy, the night may be dark, 
But no danger we fear while we keep in the barqne 
Which has ever the storms and billows defied, 
Which has Christ for its builder and Peter for guide, 
But still may we pity those tossed on the waves 
Of dark unbelief, and of passion the slaves, 
Who on error's dark sea by the billows are tossed, 
Till sinking at length are eternally lost ! 
May God in His goodness illumine their sight, 
And show them His countenance loving and bright, 
And lead them by faith to the realms above, 
To the fountains eternal of bliss and of love. 
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GLADSTONE AND THE VATICAN DEGREES. 

The following letter is supposed to have been 
addressed by the late Mr. Whalley, M.P., to Mr. 
Gladstone, soon after the publication of his now famous 
work on the Vatican Decrees : — 

November, 1874. 

My Dear Gladstone, 
I .delay not to write, for my joy is unbounded 
At your wonderful book and the note you have sounded. 
All hail to your genius, so radiant and bright, 
All hail to the sword that doth Popery smite ! 
I greet you, my friend, and to meet you I run, 
I bless and embrace you, my prodigal son. 
But lately when laying the axe to the root 
Of a tree, which some thought was too rich to bear 

fruit, 
We called you, I own it, Church robber and thief, 
But your recent conversion brings joy and relief. 
Your book is extolled by the Protestants all, 
And will make you the idol of Exeter Hall ; 
And though Tories look glum, and the Papists look 

sour, 
'Twill raise you, I'm certain, to place and to power 
No matter how much the Home Rulers may kick, 
All your Papist supporters may go to Old Nick. 
But beware lest they hurl you in their anger right on 
To the Limbo of statesmen along with " Lord John," 
Who provoked them to wrath by his famed Durham 

Letter, 
Than which, save your book, I have never read better. 
But just never mind, though as bees they are busy, 
We '11 strengthen your ranks from the ranks of old Dizzy ; 
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For every one knows the Impenitent Jew 

Is not half such a Protestant hero as you ; 

Though he does, like a juggler, the Tories outwit, 

To be leader or statesman he never was fit ; 

For no one can tell — let them guess as they may, 

The faith or the mind of this Vivian Grey ; " 

But you are as pure as a newly-laid egg 9 

And as true as the hero of Ballykilbeg, 

So loyal and true to the cause of King Billy, 

So ready to die for the dear Orange Lily. 

In worshipful prayer I dropped oq my knees, 

When I read your new book on the Papal Decrees. 

Your visit to Dollinger opened your eyes, 

And like Saul you returned repentant and wise. 

Your book is as solid, as learned, and grand, 

As if it came forth from old Dollinger's hand. 

We wronged you, my friend, when we thought you in 

league 
With the powers of darkness — in guilty intrigue — 
With Manning and Capel, those churchmen astute, 
Who have captured such men as the Marquis of Bute, 
And the Marquis of Ripon, and lords not a few, 
Like your clever antagonist, Lord Montagu, 
And numberless parsons and ladies of rank, 
Who have left in our families many a blank ; 
For the splendour of worship at Rome to be had, 
Has driven the best of our Protestants mad ! 
And why such perversions, I surely don't know, 
Since of freedom and progress old Rome is the foe ! 
No wonder we sometimes have doubts 'bout the best ^ 
So great has become this religious unrest ! 
Full often the tears trickled down from my eyes, 
When I thought you a Jesuit priest in disguise ; 
As a statesman I thought you abandoned by grace, 
But now I perceive your great object was place ! 
Although the church you cut down in the Emerald 

Isle, 
You left it the plunder and " loot " all the while, 

i 
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While the injury done to the Popish Maynooth, 

Showed the love you still cherish for Protestant truth, 

Nor should we forget, when a doubt had arisen, 

Your visit to Naples — the patriot's prison — 

Nor how, with a welcome so friendly and bland, 

You gave Garibaldi your patriot hand. 

Ere your pamphlet appeared, which is making such 

noise 
And cheering the hearts of the Protestant boys, 
How often I said (though my words were derided) 
The allegiance of Papists must needs be divided ! 
That they cannot be loyal to king or to queen, 
If attachment to Church or to Pope intervene 
In parliament proofs I was ready to bring, 
When Jesuit members cried " Sing, Whalley, sing," 
And often I heard that, though seeming to slumber, 
You joined in that cry, and were one of the number; 
But now I believe what they told me were lies, 
That you never once joined in these mischievous cries ; 
But still, I must tell you, I thought you accurst, 
But now you 're a hero and first of the first ; 
And your book must awake a No-popery yell, 
And must send all the Papists to Connaught or hell — 
Tnat is if the hour and day are not past, 
To send forth a thorough No-popery blast. 
For the Protestant faith (if the truth I must speak) 
Is becoming more languid, I fear, and more weak, 
And what wonder so many gone over to Rome, 
And such infidel teaching among us at home ! 
If we cannot arouse it, not yours is the fault, 
As none could have made a more dashing assault 
At the Papists, at Rome, and the feeble old Pope. 
With whom all the rulers of earth cannot cope ! 
Not all the Von Bismarcks from this to Japan 
Can vanquish that weak, but intrepid old man ; 
For though weak at the sword, he is strong at the pen, 
And as hard to subdue as a million of men. 
But conquer or not, you 're a brave gallant knight, 
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Of Protestant England the joy and delight, 

Who prides in a statesman so bold and so clever, 

And whose watchward henceforth shall be " Gladstone 

for ever." 
But, ah ! my dear friend, my affectionate son, 
You must finish the work you 've so nobly begun ; 
You must open the convents to all prying eyes, 
And banish those Jesuit rogues in disguise, 
Who are now undermining our Protestant creed, 
And that with success, and with wonderful speed ; 
As a proof of this fact they are everywhere found, 
In our cities above, in our mines underground. 
At courts they are grand, in the streets they are 

shabby, 
Where humbly they hail you, and drive you as "cabby," 
As servants you meet them in buckles and wigs, 
As M.P.'s they are everything — Tories and Whigs ; 
In their zeal to make converts, no labour they scorn, 
They go with the harvestmen reaping the corn. 
If you speak at a meeting, they 're sure to report, 
And doctor your speech — a most villainous sport. 
They write many leaders, and make many rhymes, 
And I 'm told for a fact that they write for the Times. 
So hunt up the Jesuits, banish them all, 
Or our noble religion will go to the wall ! 
To forge penal fetters I know you are loath, 
But impose on the Papists a new and strong oath, 
To make them as loyal as Papists can be, 
And that's not a great deal — between you and me. 
With the green of the Irish have nothing to do — 
Let your colours henceforth be the orange and blue. 
Those Papists belie you whatever you write, 
And say it is all disappointment and spite ; 
But never more humour Papistical Paddy, 
For whatever you do the old Pope is his daddy. 
In spite of his efforts to power you '11 steer, 
If your motto in England be " Bibles and Beer." 
But chiefly the beer, for the Bible, you know, 
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Is read very little by high or by low ; 

But weak though their faith, and infirm their hope, 

They are strong in their hate of the Romish old Pope. 

This, this is the chord that is sure to vibrate, 

And to raise up the author of " Church and of State ; " 

When Dizzy was down in the depths of despair, 

He rose on the wings of his famous " Lothair," 

And I 've never a doubt, tho' the Tories are strong, 

But you '11 rise in your glory and oust them ere long ; 

When that day shall arrive, and your strength you shall 

rally, 
Pray do not forget 

Your affectionate 

Whalley. 



EDUCATION. 

" ' Tis Education forms the plastic mind, 

Just as the twig is bent, the tree's inclined/' 

So said a poet : and the proper bend 

Is to direct it to its final end, 

That end is God— the Truth, the Life, the Way, 

From which, if science lead the soul astray 

(Or more correctly, science misapplied 

Through human passion, or through human pride) 

'Tis worse than ignorance profound and dark — 

'Tis not heaven's light, but an infernal spark, 

An erring light, which shows not man the way 

That leads him upward to eternal day. 

The loftiest science ill requites our toil, 

Unless religion sanctifies the soil ; 

But if religion gives it vital heat, 

Its growth is goodly, and its fragrance sweet, 

Nor will it wither, but beyond the tomb 
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"Twill grow and flourish in immortal bloom. 
Science may to the head its light impart, 
Religion alone can regulate the heart, 
Can make man good and holy, just and wise, 
Content on earth, and happy when he dies. 
Since man has not a lasting city here, 
What art or science ought he hold so dear 
As that which teaches him by faith and love 
To seek his God and share his bliss above ? 
And what to short-lived mortal is the gain 
To know profoundly sciences profane ; 
To be reputed e'en a learned god, 
Who shakes Olympus by a single nod, 
Who can by science seas and winds control, 
If he neglect his own immortal soul ? 
Neglect, while storing his ambitious brain, 
His evil thoughts and passions to restrain ? 
Though learned as Plato, and as Solon wise, 
The simplest swain need envy not his prize. 
Ilis science, 'tis true, may give him for a day 
Great wealth, high honour, and wide-ruling sway ; 
But since the greatest must from earth be hurled, 
And launched at death into another world, 
Where all our endless crop of bliss or woe 
Depends upon the seed in life we sow, 
Methinks religion ought to take his hand, 
And midst his studies show the ■" better land." 

From the Author's Essay on Education. 
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B4CGHUS DETHRONED. 

A NEW TEMPERANCE MELODY. 

This sober cup 

Of which we sup, 
A thousand times surpasses 

The ruddy bowl 

That stains the soul, 
And sense-depriving glasses ; 

With wanton smile, 

It won't beguile 
Its most devoted lover ; 

Nor leave him sunk — 

Degraded — drunk — 
His senses to recover. 

With us then sup, 

Disdain the cup, 
Where'er you chance to find it, 

That offers bliss 

To those who kiss, 
But leaves a sting behind it. 

Shall we in lays 

Old Bacchus praise, 
And join his noisy revel, 

Which brings wit down 

Till, with the clown, 
The wise man's on the level ? 

Ah no, my boys, 

For, purer joys 
Fair Temperance shall bring us, 

Whose joys refined 

Ne'er leave behind 
An after-thought to sting us. 
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With us then sup, 

Disdain the cup, 
Where'er you chance to find it, 

That offers bliss 

To those who kiss, 
But scatters death behind it. 

Let those in fine 

Extol their wine 
In polished lay and ditty, 

Who do suppose 

It lightens woes 
And makes the poet witty ; 

Let sottish brains 

In silly strains 
Their praise on Bacchus shower ; 

But men of sense 

Can well dispense 
With wine's creative power. 

With us then sup, 

Disdain the cup, 
Where'er you chance to find it, 

That offers bliss 

To those who kiss, 
But scatters death behind it. 

If some men think 

The use of drink 
Will lead them to Parnassus, 

Their lives will show 

The ills that flow 
From sparkling bowls and glasses. 

The man is wise 

Who always flies 
What leads to sin and sorrow ; 

He's always gay, 

As well he may, 
And fears not for to-morrow. 
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With us then sup, 
Disdain the cup, 

Where'er yon chance to find it, 
That offers bliss 
Yon're sure to miss, 

But scatters death behind it 



A TEMPERANCE MELODY. ' 
Am — "One Bumper at Parting." 

The tumbler lay full and enticing, 

Inviting the mirthful to sup ; 
Yet something amid our rejoicing 

Had whispered, " Beware of the cup." 
Beware of that idol so cherished — 

Tbat siren so tempting — and think 
Of the thousands and thousands who perished, 

The awful sad victims of drink ! 
Then on, with our Banner before us — 

On, on, to the combat en "masse, 
Till we free the fair country that bore us, 

From the evils that flow from the glass. 

I knew 'twas my angel had spoken, 

I felt such a motion of grace, 
To take the old pledge some have broken, 

And never look drink in the face, 
My youthful companions so jolly, 

When liquor had heated their brains, 
Regarded my wisdom as folly, 

And called me a fool for my pains. 
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But on with our Banner before us — 

On, on, to the combat, nor shrink, 
Till we free the old country that bore us, 

From the death-dealing demon of drink. 

My comrades, so gay and light-hearted, 

While mirth and festivity shone, 
Have seen as those pleasures departed, 

Deep floods of dark sorrow rush on : 
They drank of the bright cup that gladdens, 

And promises pleasure and joys ; 
But afterwards ruins and saddens, 

And all social comfort destroys. 
Then on, with our Banner before us — 

On, on, to the combat, nor shrink, 
Till we free the dear country that bore us, 

From the death-dealing demon of drink. 

A glance far as memory reaches, 

Doth a great and sad lesson disclose, 
A solemn, deep, lesson that teaches 

That man is surrounded by foes ; 
But of all the dread foes that pursue him, 

The greatest, the strongest — alas ! 
To ruin, destroy, and undo him, 

Is the death-dealing robber, the glass. 
Then on, with our Banner before us — 

On, on, to the combat, nor shrink, 
Till we free the dear country that bore us, 

From the sonl-slaying demon of drink. 

It robs him of wealth while caressing, 

It robs him of honour and fame, 
It robs him of health — choicest blessing — 

And brings him to sorrow and shame. 
It robs him of grace and of glory, 

Of happiness, comfort, and home, 
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And leaves him to tell a sad story, 
Or sends him in exile to roam ! 

Then on, with oar Banner before us — 
On, on, to the combat, nor shrink, 

Till we free the dear country that bore us, 
From the soul-slaying demon of drink. 

Yes, onward, compatriots — brothers, 

All you who are pledged to abstain — 
On, on, to the rescue of others, 

Still bound by the demon's strong chain ; 
And heaven will bless your endeavour, 

And kingdoms shall publish your praise, 
And the Lord shall protect you for ever, 

And grant you a fulness of days. 
Then on, with our Banner before us — 

On, on, to the battle, nor shrink, 
Till we free the dear country that bore us, 

From the soul-slaying demon of drink. 



TIPPLER MACHREE. 

Air — " WIDOW MACHREE." 

Tippler Machree 'tis no wonder you're sad, 

Och hone ! tippler Machree, 
Your face so disfigured — your clothing so bad ! 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 
Your large purple nose, 
And your torn old clothes 
A condition disclose 

Which is painful to see. 
All your sorrows, alas ! 
Have sprung from the glass, 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 
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I once saw you happy, and cheerful and gay, 

Och hone ! tippler Machree ; 
You knew not distress, and your debts you could pay 

Och hone ! tippler Machree ; 
But your earnings you spent— 
Which to publicans went — 
Till you're left not a cent, 

Though you still love a spree ; 
And your friends when you call 
Don't know you at all, 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 



All those who could praise when your custom they got, 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 
Now call you a worthless unprincipled sot ! 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 
They who welcomed before, 
Now know you no more, 
But give you the door, 

When your coming they see ; 
Should not this make you wise, 
And open your eyes ? 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 



Ah, what do past pleasures or follies avail, 

Och hone ! tippler Machree, 
When one's lodging is either the workhouse or gaol ? 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 
Or when left without bread, 
Drinking sorrow instead, 
His children all fled, 

Who danced round him in glee ? 
Without friends, right or left, 
Of all comfort bereft '{ 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 
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Tippler Machree, do not think it too late, 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 
To reform your life, and to better your state, 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 
Take the pledge to abstain ; 
Bend asunder in twain 
The devil's strong chain, 

And be sober and free. 
He who reigns in the skies 
Will assist you to rise, 

Och hone ! tippler Machree. 



TAKE THE PLEDGE. 

Do you thirst for cursed drink ? 

Take the pledge ; 
Would you fly from ruin's brink ? 

Take the pledge ; 
Would you sin and sadness shun, 
And the race to heaven run, 
As the saints of God have done ? — 

Take the pledge. 



Are you healthy, strong, and gay ? 

Take the pledge ; 
The best may fall away, 

Take the pledge ; 
To the tempter do not yield, 
Be the pledge your sacred shield, 
And he soon will quit the field ; 

Take the pledge. 
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Has the evil habit grown ? 

Take the pledge ; 
If to drunkenness you 're prone, 

Take the pledge ; 
For those who often fall, 
Tis the surest cure of all, 
It will cure and -disenthral ; 

Take the pledge. 



View the world — look around ! 
Take the pledge ; 

See the evils that abound ! 

Take the pledge ; 
Ask whence the mighty tide 
Of sorrows deep and wide 
Which flows on every side ! 

Take the pledge. 



Count the thousands drink has killed ! 

Take the pledge ; 
And the hearts with sorrow filled ! 

Take the pledge ; 
Hear the hapless widow's sighs, 
And the starving children's crieB, 
Read the old man's tearful eyes ! 

Take the pledge. 



Are not drunkards often mad ? 

Take the pledge ; 
And their children ever sad ? 

Take the pledge ; 
Their home is oft a hell, 
Where the wicked furies dwell, 
Whilst its sorrows none can tell I ) 

Take the pledge. 
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Though not to drink inclined, 

Take the pledge ; 
For the sake of human kind, 

Take the pledge ; 
Let your bright example show, 
You can lawful things forego, 
To subdue the common foe ; 
Take the pledge. 

If you wish to save your soul, 

Keep the pledge ; 
And to reach the happy goal, 

Keep the pledge ; 
If you wish to mortify 
All your vices, and to fly 
To a throne of bliss on high, 
Keep the pledge. 



THE TOPER AND HIS BOTTLE. 

Air — " JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO." 

John Jameson, mavrone, John, 

I love your sight no more ; 
I loved you long, but now, John, 

My folly I deplore. 
Your smile was sweet and bright, John, 

Your breath was like the rose ; 
But you have been to me, John, 

The cause of all my woes. 

« 

At first you made me gay, John, 

If one can call it gay, 
To make me like a fool, John, 

My reason led astray. 
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But soon you made me poor, John, 

You wasted all my wealth, 
And, what to me is sadder far, 

You robb'd me of my health. 

Alas ! I 'm now forlorn, John, 

Poor, friendless, and alone ; 
I 'm treated with such scorn that 

My nearest friends disown. 
You left me poor and naked, 

You stole away my purse, 
I've no one now to pity me, 

But injured ones to curse ! 

I curse the day I met you, John, 

I curse the luckless hour 
I tasted first your flavoured cup, 

And felt its magic power. 
All life to me was gladness 

Until I saw your face, 
But now my lot is bitterness, 

Dishonour and disgrace. 

I '11 go and take the Pledge, John, 

And hope again to rise, 
For, like the Ancient Prodigal, 

Misfortune makes me wise. 
Whatever be my fate, John, 

Through life's remaining span, 
I shall caution all against you, 

As the enemy of man. 
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You Ve done wonders it is true, 

Go ahead, 
You have plenty still to do, 

Go ahead ; 
The demon drink is clever, 
And shall use his whole endeavour, 
To tempt you : watch him ever, 

Go ahead. 



But do not dread his sway, 

Go ahead, 
He shall never win the day, 

Go ahead ; 
Though great his pomp and pride, 
He shall not your strength abide, 
You have Heaven on your side, 

Go ahead. 



With noble Christian daring, 

Go ahead, 
The sacred Cross uprearing, 

Go ahead ; 
No craven voices heeding, 
All advancing, none receding, 
In hoc signo vinces reading, 

Go ahead. 



In this year of Jubilee, 

Go ahead, 
And let your watchword be — 

Go ahead ; 
* We will march with flag unfurl'd 
Till the demon drink is hurl'd 
To some outer darker world," 

Go ahead. 
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"Till the land we love is free, 

Go ahead, 
From her ruthless enemy, 

Go ahead ; 
Till no drunken slave is seen, ' 

In our lovely island green, 
To disgrace " old Ocean's Queen," 

Go ahead. 



THE SOBER LEMONADE. 

Let some in whiskey take delight, 

And more in ruddy wine ; 
Although they seem in joy to-night, 
To-morrow they '11 repine. 
With us he quaff'd 
The noble draught 
That won't our sense degrade, 
So in our glee, 
Our tumbler be, 
The sober lemonade. 

Full many quaff the maddening bowl, 

To drown awhile their grief ; 
They only burden more the soul 
By such a short relief. 

It fills with gloom, 
And makes the bloom 
On youthful cheeks to fade ; 
'Tis not like ours, 
Of guileless powers, 
- The harmless lemonade. 
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We, friends, will lead a sober life, 

We '11 wine and whiskey fly : 
We hate the glass, the source of strife. 
And crimes of deepest die. 

We're grown too wise 
The glass to prize, 
And make the bowl our trade ; 
But when we meet 
In converse sweet, 
We'll quaff our lemonade. 



BOYCOTTING. 



Boycotting 's unlawful our judges declare, 
And those who advise it have need to beware ; 

So our magistrates say, 
But be that as it may, 
Some shops I would boycott and that every day. 

I *d boycott the shops of that flourishing trade 
Where thousands are ruined and drunkards are made ; 

To buy whiskey or gin, 

I 'd let nobody in, 
And never once deem it a crime or a sin. 

It may be unlawful to utter these threats, 
But yet I proclaim them aloud to the " Wets " — 

Don't enter a shop 
Where they deal in the drop, 
Not even to pay for a bottle of pop. 

For all your past patronage what have you got, 
Save the name of a wretched unfortunate sot ? 

You are hungry and bare, 
No comforts you share, 
While your wives and your children are filled with 
despair. 
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Keep away from the dram-shop, nor darken its door, 
You have entered too often and enter no more ; 

Your longing control, 
Keep away from the bowl, 
Lest Satan the Tempter should boycott your souL 

Ye temperate, also take warning and shun 

Those shops where so many were wrecked and undone; 

The havoc that 's made 

By that ruinous trade, 
Should make every soul of its dangers afraid. 

Though no bellman pursue with the sound of his bell, 
Attend to my warning — remember it well ; 

If you don't keep away 
From the dram-shop you '11 pay 
A terrible penalty some future day. 



8LIG0 CATHEDRAL BELLS. 

{Lines written on hearing the Sli?o Cathedral Bells peal out 
for the first time in November, 1877). 

We kneel and pray 

This blissful day, 
While the heart with rapture swells ; 

And Sligo hears 

With gladsome ears 
Her grand Cathedral Bells ! 

Those hallowed Nine, 

In tones divine, 
Shall hymn Jehovah's praise, 

And sweetly toll 

As ages roll, 
And swelling anthems raise. 



150 VERSES ON 

As the centuries pass 
And the Holy Mass 

From day to day is said, 
Shall their tones invite 
To the holy rite 

For the living and the dead. 



As the Angelus rings, 
And the listener sings, 

" Hail, holy Virgin, Hail/' 
Shall their music cheer 
As we onward steer, 

And o'er life's ocean sail. 



Bells mostly chime 
To tell the time 

For sacrifice and prayer, 
But these display 
Great art, and play 

Full many a sacred air. 



Hail, holy bells, 
Your music tells 

A tale of deep delight ; 
How Erin fought 
As nations ought, 

Faith s long enduring fight ; 



How Pagan Danes 

And penal chains 
Have failed with traitors vile, 

To undermine 

The faith divine 
Of Erin's hallowed Isle. 
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The clouds are past 

That overcast 
Hibernia's star-lit skies, 

And freedom's day, 

With gladsome ray 
Lights up her tearful eyes. 



Her priests no more 
To pray — adore — 

To glens and mountains fly ; 
Those days have fled, 
And Mass is said 

In temples grand and high. 



Our race proscribed 

Could not be bribed, 
Nor yet by force compelled 

To quit the fold, 

The true, the old, 
Nor shame the creed they held. 



We burst our chains 

And noble fanes, 
Now overspread the land, 

Whose joyous bells 

Through emerald dells 
Ring out their paeans grand ! 



No sweeter notes 

Fro.m silvery throats, 
Did belfry ever sound, 

Than are heard to-day 

O'er Sligo Bay 
And her charming hills around. 
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Long may they chime 
Their notes sublime 

When we have passed away ; 
And pleasure give 
To those who '11 live 

In a far-off future day ! 

May we then hear 

In yonder sphere, 
Beyond the star-built sky, 

Those holier chimes 

In the blissful climes 
Where angels dwell on high. 

And there behold 

In bliss untold 
Our Saviour and our King ; 

And with saints above, 

In endless love, 
Jehovah's praises sing. 



THE END. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

" ' Our Thirst for Drink ' is a masterly and exhaustive dissertation 
on the drink evil, and abounds in passages of great power, graphic 
description, sound morality, healthy counsel, and picturesque as well 
a* impressive illustrations. It is impossible to read it without being 
deeply interested in it, and any man addicted to intemperate habits 
should be very impervious to reason, as well as dead to all religious 
sentiment, who could read the book without feeling himself stirred to 
manly shame for past excesses, and to an honest resolve to do better 
for the future. There is scarcely a page that does not contain some 
golden thought, and there is not a thought that is not clearly, forcibly, 
and appositely expressed." — Freeman's Journal. 

" This poem of great merit, by the Rev. J. Casey, should have a 
deservedly wide circulation. In the 115 pages there are some of the 
best sketches illustrative of the evils of drink we have met with in 
verse. Social customs, political clap-trap, and religious inconsistency 
are among the subjects treated. The pages devoted to legislation upon 
-driuk and the Permissive Bill , are so good that we have given some 
-extracts in the Journal tliis month. This exquisite brochure has 
our warmest commendation." — Irish Temperance League Journal. 

"He does his work well; his style though plain and simple, is 
withal so forcible and convincing ; the fervid earnestness of the true 
and zealous Christian — fully realising the mightiness of the truths 
which he utters, is so deeply infused into every line he writes ; the 
real good the perusal of the poem must do to any one is so involun- 
tarily patent that the writer of it deserves to have his name honoured 
and revered as a public benefactor and a Christian philanthropist. 
The poem is free from that wild vagueness which renders the works 
of most enthusiasts ineffectual. It is also free from the n&ase^tua^ 
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alloy of ' cant.* It is full of common sense, full of reality, fall of 
purity of motive. What the publishers have done for ifc they have 
done in characteristic style ; it is well and legibly printed and 
handsomely bound ; it is a3 fitting an object of use and adornment 
for the drawing-room table as it is, in both senses, for the cot of the 
tradesman or artizan." — Tipperary Advocate. 

"A rev. gentleman who gives only the initials J. K. C, as a 
substitute for his name on the title-page of his work, publishes under 
the above title a very edifying and impressive poem on intemperance, 
its cause and cure. About two years ago the same zealous writer 
gave to the public a similar work, calling it ' An Ethical Poem on 
Intemperance.' Those poems put forward much sound reasoning 
and admirable advice in a very readable form, and we should be 
very glad of their attaining to a wide circulation.' 1 — Nation. 

•' The ancient philosopher who went round with a lamp at midday 
to search for an honest man had scarce less hops than we, at the 
present time, can have of meeting with common sense in a poem of 
the period. An exotic phraseology, a strange use of words, meant to 
be very striking, and an ornamentation as unmeaning as the wooden 
plug in the under lip of a Botocudo, seem the qualities of the com- 
positions that do duty now-a-days for poetry. At such a time it is 
refreshing to meet with a writer in verse who can think sensibly and 
write gracefully. In J. K. C. we find such an author. The initials 
are, we believe, admittedly, those of the Rev. Father Casey, P.P., 
of Athleague, and we hope that, in justice to himself, and to the 
body of which he is a member, and indeed, to his country, he will in 
future works give his name in full. The subject of Intemperance is 
not a promising one for poetry — all bare fact and moral reflection 
with but little scope for the imagination. Still the difficulties of the 
theme are well surmounted in the poems under notice where sound 
sense in excellent metre, will be found to please the reader who has 
been accustomed to admire the verses of Dryden. The. author shows 
a very rare ability in versification. His prosody is complete without 
expletives. There is no straining, no inversion, little poetical license 
of any kind, and all is smooth and severely grammatical as in well 
written prose. " — Tuam Herald. 

" Under this title a writer whose initials are well known to, and 
most favourably received by, the readers of the Banner, has issued a 
new volume on the Drink question. J. K. C. stands, as is now 
pretty well known, for the Rev. J. Casey, P.P., of Athleague, Co. 
Roscommon, and those of our readers who perused his previous work 
— An Ethical Poem on Intemperance — will welcome this fresh effort 
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of his muse. We confess to have read the volume with the greatest 
pleasure and profit. The interest never slackens, and, whilst its 
tone is of the highest order, there is here and there a dash of humour 
thrown in that greatly enlivens it. Father Casey has all the 
qualifications of a poet on this question. He has heart and soul to 
feel for the wrongs suffered and endured by his country at the hands 
of the drink. He knows the whole history of the struggle after 
national sobriety, he appreciates the principles of its active promoters, 
and is one of the most faithful and gallant workers in the cause." — 
Irish Temperance Banner. 

" No need to say that in the earnest warnings of the genial, kind- 
hearted Irish priest there is nothing of that proud, pharisaical, 
smirking fanaticism which makes some total abstainers more dis- 
gusting than many a poor, feeble drunkard. He assigns to divine 
grace its part in the reformation of the sinner ; and indeed, nearly 
half of his poem is devoted to the religious aspects of his subjects. 
These concluding pages on the treasures of religion and the great 
truths of eternity, which are proposed as the sovereign remedy and 
safeguard against this sin and every sin, form a very effective little 
treatise of homely and practical spirituality." — Irish Monthly, 

"All through the poem there breathes a spirit of earnestness and 
zeal which gives to the writer's words a power mere words could not 
otherwise possess." — Munster News. 

The book exhibits signs of much patient study. It contains rich 
stores of information on a thousand subjects, while the great 
main question of intemperance is traced from its birth under the 
fostering care of Noah, down to its latest development among our 
squalid countrymen in the back streets of London. Of the poetry 
we cannot speak too highly. Here we have a comical hit at Darwin 
or his disciples, equal to some of the best lines in Hudibras. There, 
we have a descriptive scene, which in manly vigour reminds us of 
Swift, and in graceful rhythm of Pope. Again the terrible scene 
around the bed of the departing sinner, reminds us forcibly of Dante, 
or Newman's Dream of Gerontius. The smallest child upon the 
floor can understand every line, while the passages possess a beauty 
and flowing harmony, delighting the most educated ear. Would to 
heaven that we had more of such at present, for the insane ravings of 
most of our contemporary bards, have given the people a notion, 
that nonsense is an essential qualification of poetical composition. 
The graceful simplicity of Goldsmith and Addison has gone out of 
fashion with our present children of song, and in its room we have 
a profusion of wild and unnatural vagaries, which no one, h^ *» WJv 



I 



156 OPINIONS OP THB PRESS. 

or a lunatic can understand. If J. K. C. had done nothing more 
than to oppose his powerful strength to such an inundation, even that 
should earn for him the gratitude of all sincere admirers: of poetry. 
They are productions of which Catholic Ireland, and especially Sligo, 
oar Poet's native county, may well he proud. We believe that 
many extracts from the poem should be upon the lips of every Irish 
Catholic child. The history of the crucifixion, the joys of heaven, 
the horrors of judgment are all painted with a symplicity and unction 
so charming, that no better words could grace the lips of the present 
children of Ireland." — Sligo Champion. 

"We fancy it required a well-sustained flight of imagination as 
well as a great command of language and a facility of versification to 
write of the celestial Jerusalem, its jasper walls, its streets of gold 
and gates of pearl, its untold riches and infinite beauty, its accidental 
and essential joys, as J. K. C. has described them in sweet numbers 
and clear and forcible language. We should like to give extracts 
from this able and remarkable poem, but we shall do better by 
recommending our readers to get for themselves at a trifling cost a 
work full of sense, sound philosophy, and lofty religious sentiment — 
all told in sweet, harmonious numbers." — Roscommon Journal. 

" * Our Thirst for Drink ; * a Poem. By J. K. C. Dublin : Duffy 
and Sons, 15 Wellington Quay. The author of ' Intemperance, an 
Ethical Poem,' has again contributed, in the book before us, to the 
temperance literature of the day. This is a cause which, we are glad 
to say, has many advocates, but few have so ably shown up the evils 
of intemperance as the author of this work has done. In the present 
poem he traces in rich symmetrical rhyme the cause and cure of the 
thirst for drink, which he contends exist? to a fearful extent amongst 
us. The poem is a meritorious one, looking on it as the outburst of 
a sincere mind that is shocked at the ravages committed in so many 
nstances by a thirst for drink. We heartily recommend it to those 
who are weak enough to allow 4 a thirst' to overcome them, and 
make them slaves to a passion which does nothing to recreate but 
everything to destroy the physical and mental capabilities of man- 
kind."— Sligo Independent. 
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By the same Author, 

INTEMPERANCE: 

An Ethical Poem, in Three Parts. 
Cloth extra. Is* 6d. 
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(From His Eminence Cardinal Cullen.) 

Cardinal Cullen returns many thanks to James Duffy and Sons for 
the Poem of " Intemperance " which they have sent him. As he 
does not know the author's name, the Cardinal begs of James Duffy 
and Sons to thank him in his (the Cardinal's) name, and to express a 
hope that the Poem may be widely circulated, as it is calculated to 
do much good. 

59, Eccles-street, 23rd Oct., 1876. 

(From His Eminence Cardinal Manning.) 

Archbishop's House, Westminster, S.W., 
October 30th, 1876. 

Sib— I should be much obliged by your forwarding this note to tfye 
author of the Poem, " Intemperance," to thank him for it. I hope 
it will do much good in our work against drunkenness. 

I remain, sir, yours faithfully, 

i{i H. E. Cabd. Archbishop. 



(From His Grace in Tuam.) 

Tuam, Oct. 27, 1876. 

Gentlemen — I beg you and the excellent writer of the Poem on 
Temperance to accept my best thanks for the copy of that fine pro- 
duction. If my acknowledgment appear in any way tardy, it is 
because I was anxious, amidst much business, to read carefully the 
entire before troubling you with my opinion. The versification is in 
the best style of Pope, and its truly Catholic appreciation of Tem- 
perance is such as only a practical disciple could, in such clear and 
appropriate language, display. Again thanking you, believe me your 
faithful and obliged servant, 

igi John MagHale. 

Messrs. Duffy and Sons. 

(From the Bishop of Nottingham.) 

The Cathedral, Nottingham, November, 1876. 
G-BHTLrtKSV —I am much obliged to you for the Poem on Iatemper- 
ance, which I think well written, and calculated to do good. 

Yours faithfully, 
fj% Edwabd, Bishop of Nottingham. 
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(From the Bishop of Shrewsbury.) 
My dear Sir — His Lordship, the Bishop of Shrewsbury, com- 
missions me to acknowledge with his cordial thanks the receipt of a 
copy of the pamphlet "Intemperance, a Poem, by J. K. C." His 
Lordship heartily sympathizes with the good cause in whose behalf 
it was written, and hopes sincerely the poem may do much to farther 

it 

Yours truly, 

S. W. Allen, Sec. 
Messrs. Duffy and Sons. 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS- 



(From the Irish Monthly.) 

This poem certainly does not belong to the same class 98 Shelley's 
Skylark, or Keat's Nightingale ; but there are thousands for whom it 
would be more pleasant reading, and tens of thousands to whom it 
would be more useful if they took its lessons to heart. The Author 
might have taken his motto from Burns — "perhaps it may turn out 
a song, perhaps a sermon" A very effective and practical sermon it 
is, in which the preacher, with thorough earnestness and zeal, and 
with great metrical fluency, denounces the miseries which pursue the 
drunkard in this world and the next. 



(From the Irish Temperance Banner.) 

This poem is of a very high order. We can recommend it on its 
own merits. It is a thorough and complete indictment of the monster 
evil against which all Christendom is rousing to do battle. Its 
ravages are vividly portrayed— the ruin of home and family — the 
destruction of soul and body — the woe and want spread on every 
hand, are held forward as beacon-lights to warn, whilst the sovereign 
remedy is boldly affirmed. We trust our readers will get the work 
and aid in its circulation. It can do nothing but good. 

(From the Freeman's Journal.) 
This is an earnest and clever contribution to the efforts now being 
made to check the spread of the drink demoralization which is work- 
ing such havoc in the households of these countries. It is im{>ossible 
to read it without seeing that the author feels with a genuine impulse 
every word he writes, and is eaaer that others should be moved and 
impressed as strongly as he is himself. 

(From the Catholic Times.) 

We do not know J. K. C, who veils his identity under initials, 
but we recognise in his poetry both grace and power. He has a 
vivid acquaintance with his subject, and he works it out art stically. 
We perceive that it is not his first effort as a maker of poems for the 
people, and from the evidences before us, we trust it will not be his 
last 
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(From the Ttjam News.) 

This brochure of fifty-six pages is worth its weight in gold. The 
poem, if extensively circulated, could be published at sixpence, and 
then every family in Con naught should have a copy. Wc recommend 
that extracts from this book be printed in those national works in- 
tended by the Commissioners, or by the Christian Brothers, for the 
use of boys and girls at school. 

(From the Roscommon Journal.) 

The poem is a solid and powerful essay — we had almost said a 
sermon— on the vice of iutemperance. The writer in the first part 
shows, by a reference to the legislation of pagan Greece and Rome, 
what the pagans thought of the degrading vice of drunkenness. The 
pictures he draws of the drunkard in a'most every walk of life, from 
the dissipated nobleman to the drunken coal-porter, are almost 
natural, vivid, and graphic, and such as none could paint but one 
who frequently witnessed them, and strongly felt the wide-spread 
evil of intoxication. Nothing can be more terribly striking than the 
picture he gives us of the merchant in a fit of delirium tremens. 

(From the Sligo Champion.) 

While the author considers intemperauce under its various aspects 
— religious, political, social, economic, and physiological— he combats 
the evils with arms drawn from all quarters — from reason, from faith, 
from the authority of saints and sages, poets and philosophers, in- 
cluding the Royal Prophet and Homer, Solomon and Solon, and from 
the " woes unnumbered " to soul and body of which this vice is the 
"direful spring, '' enforcing his conclusions as he proceeds with 
instances and examples which he portrays with a vigour and vivid- 
ness that remind you of Hogarth's pictures and Dante's pages. 

(From the Roscommon Messenger.) 

The author 8 historical references to the subject are very striking, 
and must be new to many readers. His life sketches of this great 
evil, told in sweet numbers, are most affecting, and his pictures from 
Scripture revelation and divine justice are thrilling in the extreme. 
No more valuable souvenir could be placed in the hands of youth or 
the lap of age than this beautiful didactic poem. It is an honour to 
our country, how much more becoming and useful than the demoral- 
ising imported trash which desecrates the parlours and drawing-rooms 
of our dear Irish homes. 



(From the Wexford People.) 

This poem, which is an endeavour, as the writer says, " to reconcile 
poetry with truth and wisdom," and "to make men better and 
wiser,'* has much to recommend it, whether it be regarded from a 
poetical, religions, or strictly temperance stand point. 
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(From the Sligo Independent.) 

With this quotation we conclude our reference to this meritorious 
poem. It is, at the present day, a worthy addition to the table of 
every drawing-room, and all may read with pleasure and profit — none 
more so than those who are addicted to drink— its clearly printed 
pages. 

(From tfie Nation.) 

We have no hesitation in repeating that the matter of the brochure 
is well worthy of attention, and likely, if widely circulated, to do 
more than realise the modest wish of J. K. C. 



(From the Belfast News-Letter.) 

The poem is so replete with excellent arguments, and the vice of 
drunkenness so ably presented under many respects, that we trust 
the pamphlet, published at a nominal price, may have a brilliant 
success. 



(From the Weekly Register.) 

A very earnest feeling has prompted this writer to set forth in 
vigorous language the woes and misery consequent upon the deadly 
vice which gives its name to his work. 

(From the Belfast Morning News.) 

A moral tractate of immense power and great value, and deeply 
calculated to render essential service to the temperance reform. 

(From the San Francisco Monitor.) 

The author treats his important subject with much ability as well 
in the role of a moralist as in that of a poet. 

(From the Leisure Hour.) 

Some of the sketches from life have a stern realism about them 
that reminds us of the poetry of Crabbe. The pictures of drunken- 
ness in low life, with the consequences of poverty, disease, and 



crime, are as graphic in their way as George Cruikshanks' scenes in 
"The Bottle. From all grades of society, and from town and 
country, instances are taken to illustrate the terrible effects of 
drunkenness. 



(From S. C. Hall.) 
Able, touching, powerful poem. 
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